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o le very much \ Eftcemed 
JOHw, DRYDEN, Eſq; 


2 Is pretended by every one 
Ma Rx that chuſes a Patron, that 
© either the Worth or good 
Nature of the Perſon has 
desc d him to that Choice; He 
rofeſſes that he has very mean 
Thoughts of his own Performance, 
and ſo ſtands in need of a Protector: 
e begs a Name whoſe Luſtre might 
ſhed ſome Reputation on his Work; 
or elſe hath been oblig'd, and bound 
in Gratitude to make this publick 
Acknowledgment of the 3 
of the Man. How eminently You, 
Sir, are endow'd with the rd Qua- 


lification of a Patron every one 
knows too well to. need Informa- 


"A3 tion; 


The Epiffle Dedicatory. 
tion; and where can this Frifle find 
a Corner that hath not been filfd 
with Mr. Dryden's Name? Tis You, 
Sir, that have advanc'd our Drama- 
tick to its Height, and ſhow'd that 
Epick Poetry is not contin'd to Ita- 
and Greece That You are ho- 
nour'd by the beſt, and envy'd by 
others, proclaims Excellency an 
Worth; For true Honour is built 
only upon Perfection: And Envy, 
as it is as fharp-ſighted, fo tis as 
foaring as an Eagle, and who ever 

faw it fte at a Sparrow or a Wren? 
And that Candor and Gocdneſs have 
the greateſt Share in your Compo- 
ſition, I dare appeal to every one 
whom You have any way favour'd 
with Your Converſation; theſe: fo 
fill your Mind, that there is no Room 
left for Pride, or any 3 
Quality: This appears from the En- 
couragement You are ready to give 
any tolerable Attempts, and reach 
our a helping Hand to all thofe who 
endeavour” to climb that Height 
where You are already ſeated: _—_ 
| CS is 


. Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


this. owes. its Completion to thoſe 
Smiles which You condeſcended to 
beſtow upon ſome Parts of it, and 
now ventures to a 4 a Second 
time, where at firſt it found a fa- 
vourable Entertainment. Tis Ho- 
* race, Sir, whom Vou have at 
s © worthy Your Study and Imitatio 
4 that flies to You for Protection 
It perhaps will beg it againſt the how 
y, lies I my ſelf have —— him; Vou, 
s Sir, are beſt acquainted with the 
er Difficulties of the Undertaking, can 
2 moſt eafily diſcover, aud AS eail 
J pardon the Ds „ e e 


0 . . * 
2 5 
. * 44 wt * 


1 * 8 


. Your Moſt: Obliged, + 


Humble Servant, 


FIG 
© 4 


'Tromas CREEOCR. 


FS: 1 * 4 a 4 ſe "F123 0 
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Uintilian, in the fr Book of bir 
| WY Loſtitutions, izſtrucis the Yowrig Oray 
| tor - what to Read; aud after Ho- 


mer and Virgil are chieny com- 
dog mended to his Study, he tells him, 
; 3: That conſiderable Improvement may 
be made from the Lyrick Poets, but there, 1s 
great Care to be taken in the” Choice, ſome ſe- 
e& Parts ouly out of each Author to be permitted 
Þ Youthi: And be; ſays partitulerly of Horace, 
| That he won'd not have .all in him Iaterpreted : 
What he means by Interpretation, ig ev:der 10 
every one that underſtands the Extent of the 
Word, and the Ancient Method of Inſtructing; 
and why this Caution is reſtrain'd to the Odes, 
and not apply'd to the Satyrs as well, ſince the 
Reaſon upon which he fixes it ſeems common ts 
both, muſt be taken from the Deſign and. ſubject 
Matter of the Poems; to deſcribe aud reform 
a vicious Man, neceſſarily requires ſome Expreſ- 
fions which an Ode can never want: The Pare 
which an Artiſt ufes muſt be agreeable to the 
241! Piece which he Deſigus; Satyr 1s to inſtruct, 
- 1188 and. that ſuppoſeth a al and Diſcovery of 
uh the Crime, while Odes are made only to delight 
 _ and pleaſe, and therefore every thing in them + 
* * jaſtly offends is unpardonable. In our Common 
Schools this Rale of Quintilian #s grievonſt A 
ected, 
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> een oth 


. of Shirbarn zu Dorfetdiite, in 234 


PREFACE 


| Ected, all is 2 Te to e wt 2 ane 


open 70 rh . 
1 We, that cart 25 ei may fee 4 2 


marian with 4 demmre Maus 4 ur, O For 

dum! at a loofe Expre for, and yoo projeth 

l a Page with a more riſom Explication ; and 

the deſign of all his Pains is only t. | 

petulant e afft the laz <a” 2 
ont 


the common In s of oar 
= ſhould reckorf this among ſt the conſiderable ler 
ef the Corraptions of our Manners, certainly all 
= :hoſe would aſſent, who ſee that à Stream witl 
e foul jr 2 Finntain it felf is mnddy : Nor 
7 this 5 Opinion, as is evident from their 
ory bees, who have corredted ſome of our 
Authors, an "ſens them abroad Naked, and un- 
| corrupted with Foreign Notes; this Method, as it 
ſperes zhe Modeſty of the Youth, 4 it muſt be a 
derable Improvement to his Parts, fince his 
Had and Memory, aud not only his Eye, muſt 
be employ'd. I am bound thautfully to ackmow- 
edge the Pions Care of Mr. Thomay: 8 
arter; 
be did not want, or if he had, his Virtue and Iu- 
¶auſtry had contemn d ſach Helps, having ſearch'd 
into 7he Secrets of the Clafſicks, and being an ex- 
cellent Example of unwearied Diligence, and re- 
| gular Carriage to all under his Tuition > To his 
Inſtruct ian I owe what at preſent I underſtand of 
= Zbeſe Books, * #0 his Rules ry Hopes of future 
| Ae The ſame Priuciplet made ine Cau- 
tious of ſome Gael, tho” I have paſt by three 
more upon a different Account. 
= This "jo Debt being paid to my Honoured In- 
Profiler, the Part that concerns my ſelf, Reader, 


vill give thee little Trouble. I cannot chuſe but 
| ſinile 


PRE FA C E. 


ſmile now and then to think that I who have net 
Mufick enough to underſtand one Note, and to 
little Ill-natare (for that is commonly thought « 
neceſſary 5. te he a Satyriſt, ſhould ven- 
ture upon Horace: Tit certain our Language 
it not capable of the Numbers of the Poet, and 
therefore i the Senſe of the Author is deliver'd 
the Variety of Expreſſion kept, (which I muſi 


| deſpair of, after Quintilian hath aſſur'd ns that 


he. is moſt neppily bold in his Words) and his 
Fancy nat. debas'd, (for I cannot think my ſe 
able to improve. Horace) ig all that can * ex- 

ecke from a Verſion: This the admirable Cow- 

y confider d when he undertook Pindar, and 
hath drawn a ſhort and full Apology for the like 
Undertakings.: We muſt conſider, fays he, the 
great Difference of Time betwixt his Ape, 
„% and ours, which changes, as in Pictures, at 


« leaſt the Colours of Poetry; the no leſs Diffe- 


e rence betwixt the 2 and Cuſtoms of our 
Countries, a thouſan 


Particularities of Pla- 
ces, Perſous aud Manners, which do but con- 
« fuſedly ; (yr to our Eyes at this Diſtance ; 
« and laſtly (which were enough alone for my 
«* Purpoſe) we muſt conſider that our Lars are 
% Strangers to the Muſick of his Numbers, which 
ſometimes, (eſpecially in Songs and Odes) al. 
„ moſt without any thing elſe makes an excellent 


Poet Ti true he tmproves this Conſidera- 


ion, and urges it as concluding againſt all tri& 
and false Verkons in which T _ beg Klan 
10 diſſent, thinking it better to convey down the 
Learning of the Ancients, than their empty Sound 
ſuited o the preſent Times, and how the Age their 
whole & nbſtance, rather than their thin Ghoſt im- 
body d with ſome light Air of my oo m. 


wy 


ve not 
nd t00 
gb. 
1 ven- 
guage 


„ and 


4 


„e ex- 


es, a are much out 4 my Acquaintance, and fince the 
Diff. C haradter is the ſame whoever the Perſon is, I 


con an impertinzent Labour to find a 2 only 
4 . | amoar of 
or mj Airting one Man's Face, and beſpattering ano- 


: en, and if it drops _ a Man's Repu- 
ftrig zation that is as 8 and ſolid as poliſh'd Steel, 
leave it ſullies it preſently, aud eats thro'.Þ Such are 
in the never lov'd, or prait d, but ſpbun' d and fear d, 
Sound lite Mad Dogs, for their Teeth and Foam; and 


ere excellently repreſented by Lucan's Baſilist, 
Who 


. 
* 
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g drives all other Se | nts from the Plain 
ball Cn yalt Peſart rei E 


"What 1 ave horr, e fri albert, if ever 
have Stack —_— IL. will endeavour 
27. ; But tbe Debt which I have contract 


wy Lord Roſcommon is ſo vaſt, that 
The. Healer ra 
{ owe the 


a 


LY 
j 


— 


% 


ever be able to dle barg ez, 70. his 2 
2 25 ull 1 N 
604 the el Lairet in 2 
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The Finer Boon.” 


& We ES 3 


| OE OWL! 


ODET. 25 N AS, 
Several Men bave ſeveral Delights; z Lyrick 


814 bed 


Poi is bis. 


n ECENAS, ben of Royal Blood, 
My Joy, my Guard, and-{weeteſt Good; 
Some love with rapid Wheels to raiſe. 
9) Olympian Duſt, and gather Praiſe ; 
7. Where Races won, and Palms beitow'd, | 
Do lift a King into a God: 
And ſome in high Commands are proud, 
Tt b great Preferment of the Crowd; 
- "= * 


6 ODE I. Boon I. 


Blown by their breath the Bubble flies, 
Gaz'd at awhile, then breaks and dies: 
Another ploughs his Father's Fields, 
His Barn holds all that Lybia yields; 
And hopes of Wealth and Worlds of Gain, 
Shall never tempt him from the Plain; 

Or draw his fearful Soul to ride 

In feeble Ships, and ſtem the Tide: 

The Merchants toſt in angry Seas, 

That praiſe their Fields, and quiet Eaſe, 

Yet rigg their tatter'd Ships once more, 
Untaught, unable to be poor : 

Some, underneath a Myrtle Shade, 
Or by ſmooth Springs, ſupinely laid, 

With Mirth, and Wine, and wanton Play , 
Contract the buſineſs of the Day: 

Shrill Trumpets Sounds and noiſy Wars, 
That Mothers hate, pleaſe other Ears: 

The Hunter doth his Eaſe forgoe, 

He lies abroad in Froſt, in Snow; 2 ES. 
He ſoon forgets his pleaſing Wife. 

And all the ſoft aelights of Lie. co 

Whilſt faithful Hounds a Deer purſue, 

Or have a raging Boar in view: —+ 
The purling Streams and ſhady Grove, 
Where Nymphs and Satyrs dance, and love, 
Green Ivy Crowns, that only ſpread 

Freſh Honours round a learned Head, 
Shall raiſe my Name above the _— 
And lift me up into a Gd; 

If Muſes kind ſhall ſtring my Lyre, 

Or Tune my Pipe, and Heats inſpire: 

If you, my Lord, approve my Vein, 
And count me mongſt the Zyrick Train, 
Secure from Death I'll proudly riſe, - 

And hide my Head in lofty Skies. 


ODE 


DE 


Les Pyrlass Age return'd they 


ODE I. Book I. 7 


ODE TE:::Th AUGUSTUS. 


1 Rome hath — for killing Czar, and all theres 


Hopes are in Auguſtus. _ 


Nough of Thunder, mighty Fove, 
Enough thy flaming Arm thrown,. 


|; Enough hath torn the ſacred Grove, 


Enough amaz'd the frighted Town. 
fear d: 


Strange Age! when from the former Floods 


it Old Proteus drove his ſcaly Herd 


Jo viſit Hills, and glide in Woods: 


© The Fiſhes hung on lofty Boughs, 


Thoſe Seats * known to Doves before; 
The ſpreading Waves ſnatcht trembling Does, 
They ſwam, and look d in vain for Shore 


We ſaw ſwoln Tiber backward flow, 
And from the Dſcan Waves retire ;: 


Tue Monuments of Kings o'erthrow;. 


And hiſs in Vas facred Fire: 


Whilſt He, too too Uxorious Floodz . 
Swoln big with Fury, cuts a | 

The kft-hand Banks, though. Fove withſtood; 
To right Complaining 1lia's Wrong, + 


The Youth ſhall hear that impious Steel. 
Againſt our ſelves we madly drew, 
Which better haughty Medes ſhould feel, 

The Youth our faults have left but few. 


A4 3 What 


8 ODE II. Boox I 


* wx > , 


What God, to nrop the ſang Stats 200 
Shall we invoke with earneſt Adel rs ? 
And weary Nees ed Ears? 


And whom to expiate Ceſar s Blood 

Will Fove appeint? Apollo, come, 
Oer thy bright Shoulders caſt a Clout, 
And kindly ſuccour gniky Rome... , 


Or Venus fair, whem Joys attend. 4-4 
Whom: Vauth flits found, bees cas 22 

Or Father Mars at laſt deſoend, air! 5 3 
And pity thy decaying Race. 


Oh long, too long, thy fierce Delight - 
 Hath glutted Thee, —— Wars do es. 
With Darts and Spears, and ſtern in Fight - 


The — r 


Or whether chang d to Mortal Eyes ov? 
You ſeem a Youth, kind winged Gol, 
Nor doſt the friendly Naine deſpiſe : . 

Of the Avenger of our Caſar's Re. 


Oh late may You retuirn te eus, U or 
May quiet Days extend thy are 
Nor vext af Us in haſte remoye 

To viſit happy Seats again. | - 


Our Empire's Father, Prince, and Guide? 
In Triumphs live; Nor let the Medes, 
Proud in our Spoils, unpuniſid ride, 
Whilſt mighty Caſur bravely leads. 


* 
# 


ODE III. "Book I. 


- 


O D E III. mY Vines Vol 


fo GT ” 


Taking e 


8⁰ may kind Venus guide thy Sails, 

So Helen's Brothers St, 
1 . 5 

So Eol looſe the Southern Gales, ln 71005 Abd La 


And all the Winds cue; A — av 5 
As Thou doſt waft ny Piet or; mods 70 
Preſerving half 7 Soul. 


man who frt did ane | 
Who weeping Hyades © IEG) f. 1 ap. 
And Monſters faw, nor fer d to bear.” ! 


Who faw the beadlong Whirlwinds fight;. you 8 
And South-winds rage, that beſt-can raiſe winks 
Or ſmooth the Auriatick Seas, * 


Nor dy'd at lack a fight, 


What Face of Death cm moye pls Fears, 1 
| Vaſt Rocks, and Waves as! e 
And A 72 


In vain the Gods deſign'd, in vam 
In vain % _ the Lands divide, 
Tide, 


* 


If impious Ships car Cel the den. 


„Hart 27. 37 UW 


1 „ * * D 4 7 b 
«i- 11 >< — A G& 44 — b — N 
** * * , , 
. o * 1 
* 
4 


Man, forc'd by an imperious Will, 
Do's make all haſte to be undone, 
And very eagerly ruſh on 

To .court forbidden: Il. 


Prometheus brou oht Celeſtial Fire, 
Which firſt by — He ſtole, 
„1 
And kindle this abſurd Nele. 


But Vengeance ſoon purſu'd Deceit, - - 
For thence began unknown. Diſeaſa, 
Thence cruel Feavers firſt did ſeize, 
| And took their fatal Heat. 


Then lazy Death did mend ber Packs 
Our Life contracted to a ſpan, , 


©, i, 


And opt his yer unfiniſh'd Rer. 


Firſt Dadalus did boldly dare | 

I oO beat the empty Air, 
And wander thro? the liquid * | 
Thro* Hell the ficree Acides ran, 
And rudely broke the Brazen Gate; 


Grown Giants in Impi - 
Our Impious Folly dares the Sky, 5 


$ it Nor, ſtill averſe to his Command, 
311 Will we permit his Tifted Hand 
To lay his Thunder down. 


tw ODE III. 1 


Death came i haſte on n., 


With Wings, which: Nature's Laws . 7 


IS ' Fu 


of 


He ſcorn'd the ſtubborn. Chains of Fate, 
5 0 


3 We dare aflault Fove's glorious Tame 


1 


ODE IV. Beer ut 


He adviſeth his Friend to hoe merrily. ? 


S Hur Winter melts, Favonius ſpreads his Wing, 
A pleaſing change, and bears the Spring: 
Dry Ships drawn down from ſtocks now ph de Ma 
And ſpread their gready Sails again : 
Nor Stalls the Ox, nor Fires the Clowns 
| And Fields have loſt their hoary white: 
The Nymphs and Graces joyn d, thro' flowry Meads 
By Moon-light dance, and Venus leads: 
Whilſt labouring Cyclops furious Vulcan tires, 
2 And heats their Forge with raging Fires : 
Now crown'd with M crown d with riſing Flows 
From looſen d Fields, drive eaſie Hours: 
A Lamb to Faunus, if he moſt approves + 
A Kid, a Kid muſt ſtain the Groves: 
With equal Foot, rich Friend, impartial Fate 
Knocks at the Cottage, and the Palace Gate: 
Life's ſpan forbids Thee to extend thy Cares, 
And ſtretch thy Hopes beyond thy Years : 
Night ſoon will ſeize, and Vou muſt quickly go 
To ſtory d Ghoſts, and Pluro's Houſe below, 
Where once Wt: v adieu to Wine and Love, 
And all the ſoft Delights above : | 
No Feaſts, : where Thee the happy Lot may pace 
The Juſt Diſpoſer ot the Glaſs: 
No Lycidas, no fair furprizing Boy, 
Or to admire, or to enjoy: | 
No Lycidas, who now our Youth do's 8 
And ſoon ſhall all our Virgins warm. 


#2 wn ro 
DE Av 


He rigs # bly ow from his OY 
1 RR 


yur Gate You u ade b Rf bel. | 

With Odours flowit 5 un his Head, 
Shall ruffle Thee, and Toft a Hatt? 
For what fond Youth wit Thou prepate | 
The lovely Mazes of thy Hair, = 

Ad fred Charms nit Without the help of Art 


How oft unhappy ſhall he grieve to find 

The fickle Baſeneſs of your Mind? 
When hie, that ne'er felt Storms before, 
Shall ſee black Heav'n ſprea 


| Whilſt helpleſs He in vag took back for Shore, 


Now fondly, flow He rifles all thy Charms, 
le wantons in thy pleaſing Arms, 
And boaſts his Wappinel compleat ; - 
He thinks that you will ways prove 
As fair, and conftant to his Love ; 
And knows not kow, how bon thoſe Sr may choat, 


Ah! wretched thoſe who love, yet neer ad try 
The ſmiling Treachery of thy Eye! 3 
But I'm ſecure, my s Oer, 
My Table ſhows the Cloaths I vo W d 
When midſt the Storm, bg the God 
I have hung up, and ner am 'Afe on Shore. 


ODE VI. B. 13 
ODE vi. 12. Acxurea. 1 


r . = 


1 Varius may ni ger Lei; bus Love ma be 


the _— of OP 


HEE g in Arms ſhall 8 
In Conduct wife, and bald in Fight; 
3 Conqueſts under your Commend 
The fame ſhall boldly write, 
With * that drop d from lofty Homer's * 


Muy tender Verſe muſt Wars refuſes 10 G 
Spears, Trophies, e e 21552 
The fierce Pelider haughty Rage Lat) 
Thar ftill preſt forward: to engage, bs A 

And knew not how — 7 10 
Are dig we ee ee eee bei 


' Strict Modeſty confines my Tongue, 

And Shame forbids me to diſgrace 

A Subject high, ſo near Divine 

As mighty Ce/ar's Praiſe and thine, 12 
And your great Names debaſe 

Dy the Ofc n Song o 5 


ro who in wendy ente dn de 
Mars dreadful in his Iron Coat? 
2 tnmmn mace | 
_ In Trojan ſeverely gay? 
Or how Tydides fought 
2 Pallas" Aid, r r r in Fight 


— * 4 ä , © 2 — 


14 ODE VII. BookTl. 
I ſing ſoft Boys and Virgins Wars, 
— tha nile, how. angry ſoon 
With cloſe par'd Nails, and tender Tooth, 
They all invade the ruffling Youth; | 

| Thus urge my Frolick on, 

* der ee er 


ODE vi. 


He commend: Shares fig "Feat, and adviſeth him to 
, Kay. ti Life. | 


OME > Ayla, or famous Rhodes will Berg 
Or two-ſea'd Corinth's Honour raiſes 
Some Thebes for Bacchus fam d in ſounding. Songs, 
Or flowry Tempe's open Plains 
Some fill their laſting Veris with high renown. - * 
Of Virgin Palla, learned Town ;!. .. 
And whilſt they ſtudiouſſy their Praiſe beſtow, - 
To All a the Olive Bough : 
To Honour » A gox: ſome proclaim, 
Or raiſe Irene high in Fame; 
Not patient Sparta, Tempe's fruitful Fields, | 
Nor all that fat Lariſa yields. 
Can raiſe my Fancy; no, ball contern; 
| Compar d to fair 4/bunea's Stream; 
My water'd Orchards, headlong wand 8 Flood, 
Or quiet Durs ſhady Wood: | 
As far South-Winds will bruſh the Clouds away, 
- Nor always brood a rainy Day, 
So Plancus, You, whatever Life you lead, 
Or phy at home in Tihzr's Shade; 
Or fill the ſhining Camp, and lead the Wat, 
With Wine ſtill wiſely end thy Care: 
When Teucer fled, diſtreſs d by angry Fate, 
: His Country, and his Father's Hate, 


With 


ODE MI. BoOR I. 15 


With Poplar Crowns he grac'd his dunes Head, 
And thus to drooping Friends he id, 
Whatever Chance the kinder Parent ſends 
We'll bravely bear, my noble Friends: 
Adieu fond Care, deſpairing Fears be gone, 

- Whilſt Tꝛucer guides, and leads you on: 
Unerring Phabas ſays our Hands ſhall raiſe ' 

A City in another place, © 
Another Salamis Cheer, routs your Force, 
For we have often ſuffer'd worſe: 
Drink briskly round, diſpel all doudy Sorrow) /, 

Drink round, well plow the Beep to-morrow.” 


O DE VIII. To LyD14;- 
Who had. made * af, 


Tyr me, 125 e ee 1 
By all the Gods I do conjure Thee tell 1 


Why Thou wilt ruin Syharis,;, | 
By loving, of the Youth too well? 


Why doth He hate the Plain, 

aA Bra Aker | 
The burning Sun, the; Wind and Ran? | 
By Nature fitted for the Prize. 141. 


Why now refuſe to ride 1 
| Amidſt his Equals, and with graceful farce bal 
The fury, of his Courſer . 
And bravely ſit the W Horſe? - 


Why Yellow. Tyber's Stream 1 40 
Doth He now hate? Why fear to nch the Flood, 


And why. the ſhining Oyl contemn 354.0 jg 
Wich greater care than Vipers Blood? A . 
Why 


"Ry 
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| 
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Look black with Blows-and . 


Why do his Arms no mere GOT * 1 


When Fame atended on bus Mang | 17 
1 818 > bai — 


80 juſuy peel bb Aut, Frh 


So fam'd for Strength, when, ee the- = 
Beyond the Bounds he threw. the Dart, | 24 
Which Grifdy ele 7 2 882 vfl. on! 
Why doch hos ho bids, Lb rl 2 wel] 

As once, complying with his Mother's Feri. 

The Great, * Brave Achilles did. 
Leſt ag Dreſs ſhould force him on to Wars? 


OD MD) +35; 


He adviſeth his Friend to live mervily.. 7 


EE how the Hills are white with Snow, g- 
The Seas are tough, che Woods wee toſt, RN” 
The Trees beneath their Burthen bow, , 7 


And purling Streams are bend in Proß. 


Dig the Coll with vort Wine, = ERS od 


*Gainſt at withour, and Gare abi, _ 


* 7 


With all things ets cours w We ED; 10 905 

Who when they ſhall a Calm reſtore, i cans: 

And till the Storms chat toſs the Floods, | 
Old Oaks and Aſhes ſhake no more. 


M Cares and Fears the ford and vin, 
' Fly vexing Thoughts of dark 

What Chance ſcores up, count fes Gain, 

| And banih Buſineſs, baniſh Sorrow. * 


g of n 8 


— 


ODE X. Boox I. 12 | 

Whilſt Thou art Green, and Gay, and Youſig, 

E'er dull Age comes; and Sener, 

Let Mirth, and Humour, n p 
. 


The Court, the Mall, the Park, and Stage, 
With eager ES IIOL | 
Gay Evening Whiſpers fit thy Age, 
And be to Afſignation true. e Hh 


| Nr love @ hex che ir nd | 
Whom Youth' hath fir d, and Beauty charms, 

By her own tittering Laugh betray'd, 
And forc'd into her Lover's Arms. 


Go dally with thy wanton Mn. 
Or e 62 brit ag 
For Age will come, and des farewell a Joy. 


OD E. 8 r on OA 
| * e une mono) 
Weet ſmooth-tongu'd God, wiſe la- Son. 
Whoſe Voice did mould „ 
Iunſt riſen from their Parent Stone, 
By ſoltning Muſick; and inſtructing Arts: 2 7 


Thee, This my Muſs that gladly ang, 
Thee, Poſt of Heav*n, a0 See s 
Firſt Mover of the charming 8 5 


By waggiſh Thievery g 90'* 


Unleſs you would reſtore the ce | 

Whilſt with his Voice He dard the Child, 

And threatned with his angry Brows, 
TW He had loſt his Bow, Apollo ſmil'd. 


l 
— 
— — — 
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The Camp, and proud Atrides haughty Fleet. 


18 ODE XI. Boox D 


Rich Priam, with a pious haſte, 75 
Whilſt You did guide his trembling Feet, 


Theſſalian Fires ſecurely paſt, 


You gently guide the pious Souls 

To happy Seats; Your Golden Rod 

The flitting Traop controuls; 
O lov'd, above, below¾, by every God. 


ODE XI. 


ze anſeh bis Friend te les mervily, and rake no ar 


Fer Jo-morrow. 


Ak. do not ſtrive too ack to 4 0 
My ic I ö ” 2 . 2 £ 
What the kind Gods —_— to _ | 
Wich me and thee. > 9; 


Ah, do not you confuik the Sts 
Contented bear thy Doom, 

Rake tan th inc thy fe. 
For what will come: 


hs eve ce a: 
Or elſe make this thy laſt; 
Which breaks the e e 
With n N 4 8 


Be wiſe, and Kink; cur e Ces: 
From thy contracted Span, 
Nor * 1 9 55 ind Fare: 


f 1 
i : 


S ODE XI. Bor I. = 
WEv'n vhilſt we ſpeak, the envious Time EA 

= Doth make ſwift haſte away; of | 

WT hen ſeize the Preſent, 2 ela 

| Nor truſt another Day. reed 


ODE XII. T Abbe 


THAT Man, what Hero, ſtately m, 
Wilt thou deliver down to Fame? 

| What God for thy great Subject chuſe ? 

And make the n 


O'er Helicon's reſounding Gran 1 | 
O'er Pindus, or cold Hemns Hl: 
Wbence liſ'ning Woods did gladly move, 
Ane throng'd to bear wet Orphexy' wandrous Quill. 


He, by his Mother's Art, could bind 
The heailong fury of the Floods, © +/+. 
Allay rough Storms, appeaſe the Wind, 
d looſe ne e Weak 
1) nent -7 _ 
Whom firſt? ſhall'I creating obs," 
With pious Duty, 5 GR 
That guides below, and rules above, 
= Þ great Dilpolay and the mighty King? - 


Than He none greater, next bin none || 11 
That can be, is, or was: 14 it 351 
Supreme he ſingly fills the Throne, : 

et Fallas is alow'd the neareſt place. 


Thy Praiſes, Bacchrs, bold in War, 

My willing Muſe will gladly how; ;: 
And, Virgin, thee whom Tygers fear; 
nn Bow. 


20 ODE NI. Boa xD 
Alcides As: Hy: Mauls met; bie, > 
Som Farr. ee 


And one in cloſe and handy Fight, 
Of haughty Bravery, and of noble Force. 


Whea botlt cher Stars it.onch Upper, 
The Winds are huſnt, they rage no more; 

& is their Will) the Skies are clear, 
And Waves rol S by the quict Shove, EY 


Shall Nane ſtand next to theſe 2 
Of furious Tarquin's haughty Reign? 


Abe Saut next; the Great; the Good? - 
| Or Regulus his conſtant 'Truth? 

=» Or Paulas of his Blood,: : 
EY When Hannibal o ertineur the Rowan ban. 


#4 15 * -3 2105 . — 3 


E parent wire arartgy > na) 06g, A 


Brbricius* Mind, too great for Gold? 
| e 
In Conduct prudent, and in Action bold? 


Him and . War, | 

In a poor Houſe, and mean Edate, 

And poorly bred ot hardy Fare 
Want made _ r my 2 ee _ 


Marcellus like an CO doch nb; 

And Julius Caeſar's Light — 1 

As, in fair Nights a imiling Skies, 755 
tors tl in e . 
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| Or Numa's Læws and pious Peace? ; WO 
Or Cato's noble Fall, and fierce Piſdun? 1 2 


er mall 1 ding in laſting; Verſs a 9 


Far 


4 — 
„ = 
LES Abs # * * 


Great a on mighty vue, | 
Whoſe greateſt Ora in Cie Fat Yu 

_ Serenely You may reign above, 

A hilft here Augie herpes he Geond See. 


And wheice Hatt e E 

The Parthians that on Latium preſts | 

Or beats the Indians and the Mauer, 
ad ſpoils the diſtant Nations of e Ben. 


He, leſs than Thou, Ain bd I 

Whilſt Thy hot Wheels may drake the Clouds, 

And; Thunder fiercely throw | | 
2 Groves * and on ens Woods 


0 D E XII. 20 1 


} 


He u ain bs Diu. 0 


HEN India iſcs Danon's Charms, 
His roſy Neck, and waxen Arms, 
His Air, and roiwling Teſt) 
x nd ONO e 
My ſickly comes and goes; 
Inge, I burn, I dye: 2 


I loſe my former vital Grate, 
And Tears fed oily down any Face; 
Cold feeble Svreats begin: 
3 Cold feeble Sweats, that-phinly-ſhow . 
ow fierce the Flame, and yer how flow, 
e 11 725 


* 
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22 ODE XV. Boox 1 
I rage to ſee thy Shoulder ſtain d.. 
Or ſnowy Breaſt, by drunken Hane 
Too lovingly unkind; 7 7 
Or when the ruffling am'rous Youth _ Toll 
Hath preſt thy Lips with eager Tooth, 
9 | 


Of a carprif 
Which Venzs 4 in K 1 . 


And hang upon the balmy Lip, 
To draw us on to Blik. 


Thrice happy They, that free from Strife 
Maintain a Love as long as Life ; 
Whoſe fixt and binding Vows, 
No intervening Icalouſie j, 
No Fears and no Debates untye; 
E can looſe.” 


ODE xtv. 


I the Common-wealth; wich: nom on to enga : 2 
in Nr her Ciuil Hu. By” 


\ ND ſhall the raging Waves again + 
Bear Thee back into the Main 25 > 
Oh! what doſt do? eee eee 
And never truſt the Ocean more: 
Thy Oars are gone, and Southern aks 
Have rent thy Sails, and torn! thy © "FP 
Nor without Tackling can can'ſt thou brave 
The violent fury of the Wave: 


ch, Thou, my Grief and Fear, 


4 


2 f When Billows rage, and Winds are Ah: 


ODE XV. Boox L 23 
Ern, Stern is gone, thy Gods are loſt, 
And thou haſt none to hear thy Cry. | how 221 | 
hen thou on dangerous Shelves are toſt, wo Lak 


ef, - 


Tho! thou art built ot noble Wood. i rar; 

nd gay as ever cut the Flood ; 55 1 : 
las ! tis but an empty Name, 0 1 0 

Nor will the Seas regard thy fam. Ts 
| „ {93 0027 Net a ul 
1 gilded Sterns, when Winds are high >/ ne 101 
Vain Show | not fit to ſail; but pleaſe; | aigy ol 

un eaſie Prey to angry Seas: * * Set zl fiir n 
ho' often Thou haſt fafely paſt, ee Bat. 
Thou ow'ſt a Sport to Winds at laſt: 7 Ste 6] 


Take heed, and fly the flattering Se ene O01 
een the me een orig : qe 1 


ODE XV. 


Nereus fings the Fall of Troy, aalen 5 Paris , 2 
Rape of Helen. 1 
HEN Faithleſs Paris ſtole away, 

And carry'd Helen thro? the Wiz © en hs 
Then Nereus ſtilłd the Wind - 4 Lo loo 
e quieted the Angry Seas, * . 1 rl 9 450 
und lull'd the Billovys Ade end, i To: tk 
Eaſe to the Lovers haſte unkind: 


[Whilſt thus he fang, Thou ary Hows, | 
Thine own, falſe Youth, and Couritry's Doom; | 
Whom Greeks ſhall fetch again 20 
' ith all their force; and all combine SEALS % oF, 
To break that wicked Match of than, 11 a” 
Fang ancient Friam's noble Reign. 


24 OD XV. Book l. 


What Labour, ah! vrhat Duſt and Heat! 
And how the Men and Horſes ſweat ! 
Ah, Troy,what Fates engage! 
Een furious Pallas now prepares 
Her Helmet and her Shield for Wars, 


a Cer SEE 
In Venus aid, and paint thy Face; 

In vain adorn thy Hair | 97 l 19 
In vain thy L | 
And fing b& Toke of wake. Lowe. - 
eee e | 


In vain ſhalt thou avoid thy Foc, 

The rages _— — : ' 4 
Things grievous to thy Jar? 

In vain, with Grief, malt fear to view 

Stout Ajax eager to purſue, 

And ſtrive to fly the hated noiſe, | 


But ah ! too late, tht n die, 

Thou ſhalt endure the ſtroak of Fate; 
And find the Gods are juſt: 

Too late thou ſhalt deery'dly fect | 

The force of the revenging Steel, 

And ſoil th' adulterous Locks in duſt. 


Doft Thou not ſee grave Neſtor s Age, 

And fierce Ulyſſes willy Rage, - 
The ruin of thy State? | 

Nor Teucer's brave undaunted Force, 

Nor Sthenelens, that drives his Horſe” 

— 


— *r 1 


lr. 


ODE XVI. Boox I. 


Ah ! thou ſhalt ſee Merione 
In Trojan Duſt ſeverely gay, 
And fierce Tydides rave; 
Look how he frowns, and roves about 
To find the Feeble Paris out; 


As trembling Does, whoſe Fears eſpy 
A Lion in a Grove ; 
They leave their Herbs, with panting Breath, 
They ſtrive to ſhun purſuing Death; 
Was this thy Promiſe to thy Love ! 


Achilles angry for a Wrong 
Shall Troy's approaching Fate prolong ; 
But, after certain Years, 
plian Flames and Grecian Fire 
hall o'er the proudeſt Piles aſpire, 
ind fill the Matrons Eyes' with Tears. 


ODE XVI. 
4 Recanration for a Copy of lIambicks written 
on a young Lady. 

JH Ds ughter fair, of greater Charms 
Than thoſe with which thy Mother warms, 
My guilty Verſes how you pleaſe 
Deſtroy in Flames, (tho? ſcarce ſo hot 
s that fierce Rage with which I wrote) 
Or in the angry Seas. | 
ot Cybele ſuch Heat inſpires, 


e er Phœbus with ſuch raging Fires 
His Prophet's Soul poſſeſs d, 
B 


IF 
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Not Bacchus ſelf can raiſe a Man 
Half ſo much as Anger can, b 
When once it burns the Breaſt. 


Not Tears nor Kindneſs can aſſwage, 
Nor Force nor Danger curb the Rage, 
It ventures boldly on; 

It ſcorns to be confin'd by Fove, 
Or all the Thund'ring Powers above, 
But by its boundleſs ſelf alone. 


When bold Prometheus firſt began, 
As Story goes, to make a Man, 
From every thing He ſnatcht a Part 
To furniſh out his Clay, 
And to compleat his rude Eſſay, 
And plac'd a Lion's Fury in the Heart. 


Twas Rage that made the Brothers hate, 
Rage wrought Thyeſtes* wond'rous Fate; 
"Twas Rage that kill'd the Child; 
That fed the Father with the Son, 
And when it ſaw the mighty Miſchief done, 
Stood by, and (what was ſtrange) it ſmil'd, 


"Tis that that raiſes all our Wars, 

And brings our Dangers and our Fears, 

When the inſulting Foe, 

Whilſt Anger burns, and Rage 

Oer Towns and Cities ruin d Walls 
Doth draw the heavy Plough. 


Then curb thy Anger, charming Maid, 
That once my heedleſs Youth betray'd; 
| It raisd a deadly Flame; 


ODE XVII. Book I. 27 
And hurry'd on my thoughtleſs ax 5 | 


In ſwift Iambicks to abuſe 
| And wanton with thy Fame. | 


But now I do repent the Wrong, 
And now compoſe a ſofter Song 
To make Thee juſt Amends : 
Recant the Errors of my Youth, | 
And ſwear thoſe Scandals were not Truth 
So You and I be Friends. 


ODE XVIL 
He Commends his Country Seat, and invites bis + 
 Miſrreſs thither, 
8 WIT Raunus oft Lyceum leaves behind, 
And to my pleaſing Farm retreats 


And from the Summer Heats 
Defends my Goats, and from the rainy Wind, 


Oer Vales, oer craggy Rocks, and Hills they ſtray, 
Seck flowry Thyme, and fafely brouze 
And wanton in the Boughs ; 
Nor fear an angry Serpent in the way. 


No lurking Venom ſwells the harmleſs Mould, 
The Kids are ſafe, the tender Lambs 
Lie bleating by their Dams, 
Nor hear the Evening Wolves grin round the Fold. 


Soft rural Lays thro' every Valley ſound ; 
By low Uſiica's purling Spring 
The Shepherds pipe and 
Whilt * the even Rocks the Tunes ad 
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Kind Heav'n defends my ſoft Aboads, 


I live the Gods peculiar Care, 
Secure and free from Fear; 


My Songs and my Devotion pleaſe the Gods. 
Here naked Truth, Love, Peace, good Nature reign, 


And here to Thee ſhall Plenty flow, 
And all her Riches ſhow, 
To raife the Honour of the quiet Plain. 


Here crooked Vales afford a cool Retreat ; 
Or underneath an Arbor's Shade, 
For Love and Pleaſure made, 


Thou ſhalt avoid the Dog-Star's raging Heat; 


And ſweetly fing the harmleſs Wars of Love, 
How chaſt Penelope's Delires, 57 
And wanton Circe's Fires, 
Wich various Heats for one Ulyſſes ſtrove: 


At Noon with Wine the fiery Beams aſſwage 
Beneath a Shade on Beds of Graſs; 
And take a Chirping Glaſs, 
But drink not on till Mirth boils up to Rage. 


| Neer fear thy old Gallant, He's far away, 
He ſhall not ſee, nor ſeize, nor tear 
Thy Chaplet from thy Hair ; 
We ſhall have leifure, and have room to play, 
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ODE XVII. 


Wine moderately taken cheers the Mind, but too . 1 


males Men mad. 


EAR Varus, urge thy wiſe Deſign, 
And chiefly plant the noble Vine. 
In Tibur's fertile Shade, 
Or round Catilles Wall. 
The ſober Dotards Cares invade, 
And numerous Miſchiefs wait on all. 


"a 


Pale Cares are rude, 
And muſt intrude: 
Until forget ful Cups go round; 
And who in * ade of Wars, 
Of Want, or State Affairs? 
Each Head is free, and buſie Thoughts are drown'd; 


But Mirth, and Women, Sport, and Phy 
bs all the trouble of the Day. 


But left thy growing Mirth ſurpaſs. 

The moderate freedom of a merry Glaſs, 
Think on the Centaurs Blood; 
Think how thoſe Beaſts did fight, 

With Wine and Gore their Tables flow'd;. 

And then command thy Appetite. 


What wild Deſires, 
What Madneſs fires 
The Thracian Brutes; how fierce a God, 
When Drunken They all Right and Juſt 
Do meaſure by their Euſt, 
And eagerly ruſh. on to Brawls and Blood? 


Alttending Death ſtrikes every Gueſt, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Feaſt. 


Submitting to thy eafie Yoke _ 
T'll freely uſe, but ne er provoke 
Thy Rage, obliging God; 
Nor ſhall my Tongue reveal 
To the prophane and common Crowd 
The Myſteries thy Boughs conceal : 


Preſerve my Age 
From drunken Rage, 
Which blind Self- love does till attend, 
With Vanity, which loves to ſpread 
Her Plumes, and raiſe her Head 
Above the Common level of her Friend; 
With theſe, with an uneven Pace, 
Walks broken Faith, which lets all Secrets paſs, 
Much more re tranſparent than a Glas. 


* 


ODE XIX. To GLYCERA. 
” confaſſeth his Love. 


HE a Mother of Deſires 
And wanton Youth, reproves, 
And bids me, rais'd by Bacchs' Fires, 
Reſtore my {elf to my forſaken Loves: 


Fair Glycera my Wiſh provokes, 

More white than poliſht Marble Stone; 

Inviting, coy and ſlippery Looks, 
Coy Looks, too {lippery to be gaz'd upon. 


Now Venus leaves her Cyprian Seats, 
Aud fills my Soul with all her Heats ; 


ODE XX. Boox I. 3r 
Bids me not mind the Parthian Force, 


When dreadful on his Flying Horſe 
| He makes his proud and * Retreats. 


All that I think on muſt be Lore; 
Bring Wine, my Boys, an Altar rear, 
A tender Lamb perhaps may move, 
And make the angry Goddeſs leſs ſevere. 


68 


He invites Mecænas to take a Bottle of Wine at his 
Houſe 


OOR Sabine Wine, in Cups as poor, 
Is all my preſent Store; 
*T'was bottled then, when You, my Lords 
In crowded Theatres ador'd, 
Smooth Tyber's Banks around' 
Retyrn'd the ] Joy ful Sound, 
And babling Echo's the glad ſhouts reſtor'd, 


| Rich Casks from the Calenian Vine, 
| Or ſmooth Cecubian Wine | 
Your Cellar ſtore; but meaner Juice 
Contented I muſt humbly uſe; 
My Cups the Furmian Hill 
| Nor the Falernian fill; 
"Tis Wealth's "ON PAM to te p__ 
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ODE * 


He exhorts the Boys and Maids to forg Apollo ant 
| Diana's Praiſe. 


E tender Maids, Diana ſing ; 
Apollo praiſe, Ye riling Boys, 
And both to equal} Honours bring ; 
Latona too, whom mighty yo 
Did deeply — 
And ſhow the pious Duty of your Jon 


Diana ſing; Diana loves 
The purling Springs that ſoftly flow, 
The pleaſing Woods and quiet Groves 
That ſhady Erymanthus bears, 

Or Cragis rears, 


Or in cold Algidum but Dowly grow. 


Ye. Males, with equal Songs, rehearſe 
The flow'ry Tempe's open Air, 
Or ſing, with an immortal Verſe, 
Fair Delos Iſle, the happy Earth 
That gave him Birth; 
His charming Harp, his Bow, and graceful Hair 


He, by your pious Vows ofercome, 
Pale Famine, — rough Wars ſhall drive 
From Ceſar, and his happy Rome, 
And make thoſe raging Plagues infeſt 
The diſtant Weſt. 


| Whilſt we in wanton Peace and Plenty live, 
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* 90 XXII. 
1 n . will hurt a good innocent Man, and a 2 
Lover. 


Man unſtain'd, and pure from Sin, 
No Quiver fraught with poyſon'd Heads, 
No Africk Javelin needs, 
He has a Guard and Arms within: 


Whether o'er Syrtes wandring Sands, 
Or brutiſh Caucaſus he goes, 
Or where Hydaſpes flows 
And ſwiftly — Savage Lands. 


Of late, when Cares forſook my Head, 
I ſtray d and ſang i th Sabine Grove 
My Lalage, my Love; 
A Wolf aw me unarm d, and fled: 


A Beaſt fo large did never roar” 

I'th' Daunian Woods, and fright the Swain, 
Nor in her burning Plains 

The Lyons Dry-Nurſe Africk bore : 


$0 place me where no Son üppelrs ef 
Or wrapt in Clouds or drown'd in Tears 
Where Woods with whirling Tempeſts toſt; 
Wbere no relieving Summers Breeze 

Does murmur thro? the Trees, 
But all lyes bound and fixt in Froſt; 


Or place me where the ſcorching Sn, 
With Beams too near, doth burn the Zone; 
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Yet fearleſs there Ill gladly rove, 
Let frowning, or let ſmiling Fate 

Or curſe, or bleſs my State, 
Sweet ſmiling Lalage Ill always love. 


ODE XXIII. 


Fe tells his young Miſtreſs that ſhe is now of. Ate, and need | 
( not be afraid of him. 


= PV fly me, Maid, as tender Fawns . 
Seek abſent Dams in deep Deſpair, . 
O'er craggy Rocks, o'er Woods and Lawns, 
And idly fear at every breath of Air. 


If Winds do whiſtle thro? the Grove, 

Or ruffle Vines, they quickly ſtart; 
If Lizzards in a Bramble move, 

An icy trembling runs s thro every part. 
Not Tyger I or angry Boar 

Purſue Thee, Chloè, to deſtroy; 


Attend thy Mother's Heels no more, : 
Now grown mature for __ and ripe for Jor. 


0 D . XXIV. 
He comforts Vigil. mourning for the Death 1 his rd 


APP who can grieve too much ? what time ſtall end 
Our Mourning for ſo dear a Friend? 

Melpomene, whom Jove hath bleſt 

With melting Voice, and mournful T ongue, 

And with a Harp above the reſt 


Hath grac'd, begin the melancholy Song. 
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And doth eternal Sleep cloſe Varus Eyes? 
How ſoon our Pride and Glory dios ! 
Ani eri n Ge Jullice face 
| Where ſteady Faith and naked Truth. 
So generous, and ſo great a Mind? + 

And where an Equal tothe falling Youth? 


To be bewail'd by all the Good, the Juſt, 
He fell; by you, dear Virgil, moſt ; 
By you, who now doſt mourn in vain, 
By Pious you, who idly pray | 
To have thy Varus back again; 

He was not lent thee for a longer Stay. 


Could you with ſofter Touch than Orpheus move 
The Harp that drew the liſt ning Grove, _ 
The Grove that danc'd to Tunes he play'd ; 
Yet Blood and Bones would ſcarce return, 
Nor Fleſh to cloath the empty Shade, 

' The Shade that once lay naked in the Urn: 


Which Mercury, a hard uneaſie God 

To open Fate, with frightful Rod 

Hath driven thro the gloomy Air, 

And ſhut amongſt the Shades of Night: 
* Nis hard: but when we needs muſt bear, 


| O0 DE XXV. 
He inſulis over his Miſtreſs Lydia, now grown Old. 
TA, Ha! Thy Trade at laſt is done, 


And all thy wanton Lovers gone! 
No ſighing Youths attend thy State 


There's 
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There's no ſuch rattling at thy eren 
As heretofore : 
And now thy Threſhold loves thy quiet Gate. 


Now you may reſt ſecure from Noiſe, 
And fadly dream of former Joys; 
You ſeldom hear deſpairing Sighs : 
My Lydia reſts in ſoft Delight 
All the long Night, 
Whilſt here her faithful Lover pines, and dies. 


Now, now tis thine, thy turn to moan . 
he haughty Wantons all alone: 515 
Now to a ſhady Grove retire, 
Whilſt Winds, as cold as thy dull 4. 
Do fiercely rage, 
And col the poor remainders of thy Fir. 


When Luft, as fierce as Mares Delires 
Thy ulcerous Heart and Liver fires, - 
Then thou ſhalt mourn, but mourn in via, 
That wanton Youth ſeeks blooming Charms, 
And greener Arms ; 
Whilſt longing Age ftill meets with cold Diſdain. 


Then thou ſhalt think on Sweets before, 
And die at the deſpairing Thought, No more. 


ODE Ml. 
Hie deſires his Muſe to commend his Friend Lamia. 
1. I, the Muſes merry Friend, 


Deliver all my buſie Cares 
Vndo the wanton Wind; 


What Tyrant of the North 
Leads dreadful Armies forth, 
Secure alone, and laugh at others Fears.” 


Sweet Muſe, that doſt alight to ſing 
In Strains to Roman Ears. unknown, 
And taſte the Virgin Spring; 
Trace o'er the ſhady Bowers, 
And gather ſweeteſt Flowers; 
And wreath my Lamia, vreath a nobte Coven. 


What Honours L without thy aid, 

Beſtow to grace my Friends, are vain; 
My Crowns will quickly fade: 
You, Muſe, and all the Nine, ſhould raiſe 
In new Alcaicks Lamia's Praiſe, 

And make him live in an unuſual Strain, 


ODE XXVII. 
Ee adviſeth his Friends nos to n. in A Drink. 


AE our Cups, for Mirth defign'd, 
To fight and quarrel, ſuits 
Rough Thracian Brates ; 
But not the ſober Temper of a Friend. 


This favage Humour, Sirs, forbear, 
And free the modeſt God. 
From brawls and blood; 
And let your Humour, as your Wine, be clear, 


How Cups and Swords do diſagree! 
Then give your fighting o'er, 
And brawl no more; 


But fit, and keep your Elbows down, like me. 


I 


— 


36 ODE xxvll. Boox I. 
If you will have the Glaſs go round, 
Then tell from what fair Eyes 


| The Arrow flies; 
What Beauty makes thee happy i in a Wound. 


Not tell! nay, then the Glaſs remove: 
Whatever Charms enſnare 
Thy Heart, are fair; 
You never im in a diſnoneſt Love. 


Tell boldly, tell thy generous Flame; 
This is no leaky Ear, : 
Nor what I hear 
Shall my looſe Tongue pour out to common Fame. 


Unhappy Youth ! doth She ſurpriſe? 
And have her Flames poſſeſs d 
Thy burning Breaſt? 
Thou didſt deſerve a Dart from kinder Eyes. 


Undone! for no Theſſalian Charms, 
Nor een the winged Horſe 
Can break her force, 325 
And free Thee from this ſtrange Chimera's Arms. 


ODE XXVIII. 


Architas, a Mathematician, being ſbipmraci d, is repre- 
ſented begging a Seaman to bury him, and denouncing 
Vengeance on him if he neglects his 2 


A Narrow Grave by the Matinian Shore 0 
Confines thee now, and thou canſt have no more; 
Ah learn'd Architas, ah how ſmall for Thee 

Whoſe wond'rous Mind could meaſure Earth and Sea! 


What 
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What Sands make up the Shore minutely teach, 

And count as far as Number's ſelf could reach! 
What did it profit that thy nimble Soul | 

Had travelłd Heav'n, and oft ran round the Pole, 
Purſu'd the Motions of the rowling Light, 

When Death came on, and bread: 4 gloomy Night! 
Wiſe Tantalus, the Gueſt of Gods, is dead, 
And on ſtrange Wings the chang'd Tithonus fled: 
Fove's Friend, juſt Minos, hath reſign d his 1 
And wiſe Pythagoras felt a ſecond Death; 
Altho his Go Shield, and former State 

Did prove his Soul above the force of Fate; 
Withdrew the Mind from Death's black conquering hand, 
And left but Skin and Bones at Fate's Command; 7 
In thy Opinion he did moſt excel, 

Diſcover'd Truth, and follow'd Nature well: 

But once o'er all long Night her ſhades will ſpread, 
And all muſt walk the Vallies of the Dead: - 

Some Rage ſpurs on, and Death attends in Wars; 
The Sea deſtroys the greedy Mariners: 

The Young and Old confus'd by numbers fall, 

And Death with equal hand doth ftrike at all: 

A boyſt'rous Storm my feeble Tackling tore, 

And left me naked on th' 1/lyrian Shore: 

But, Seaman, pray be juſt, put near the Land, 
Beſtow a Grave, and hide my Limbs in Sand: 

So may the threat ning Eaſt Winds ſpare the Floods, 
And idly ſpend their Rage on Hills and Woods, 
Whilſt you ride fafely; ſo from every Shore 

May Gain flow in, and feed thy growing Store : 
May Jove and Neptune, ſoft Tarentum's Guard, 
Conſpire to bleſs, and join in one Reward. 

Perhaps you ſcorn, and are defign'dly baſe, 

Thy Crime Thall damn thy undeſerving Race; 

Thy Pride, vain Man, - ſhall on thy {elf return, 

Thou naked lie, and be che Publick Scorn: 


— —— — 
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My Prayers ſhall 2 and pull juſt Vengeance down, 
No Offerings ſhall releaſe, no Vows attone. 

Tho? haſty now, driv'n by a proſperous Gale, 

('Tis quickly done) thrice ſrew the Sand, and Sail. 


ODE XXIX. ToIccivs, 


4 Philoſopher, who had left his Study, and was M1 
to go to War. | 


Vo envy, Iccins, the Arabinn's N 

Their precious Gums, and Ivory Beds. 
And art reſolv'd for War; "PR - 

For herce Sabean Kings, ne'er fought e, 

| And dreadful Medes, 

Your Scourges knit, and Roman Chains prepare, 


What lovely Virgin when her Lover's kill 
Shall wait on thee, and call thee Lord ? 
What perfum'd Royal Boy, 
To ſhoot in's Father's Bow exactly skill'd, - 
Attend thy Board; 
And ſerve thy Pleaſure in another Joy? 


Who now dares ſay that Streams muſt flow 
From Mountains tops to Vales below, 
And not to th Springs return? 
Or who deny but Tyber's wondrous Stream 
: May contemn, 
And ſwiftly row! back to his lofty Urn ? 


When you can change, for Shield, and Sword, and Dart 
Aud the baſe Drudgery of Wars, 
Whate'er Contentment 
Panetus Works, thy coſtly Books 7 Att, - 
And Plato's Cares; 
Tho once Im ſure you promis 'd better Things. 


ODE 
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ODE xxx. 


Hie begs Venus to come to the Temple which his 
| Glycera had prepar d. | 

IND Venus, leave the Paphian Iſle, 

And live with Glycera awhile 3 

A noble Tempie ſhe preparcs, 

With Incenſe ſweet thine Atars ſmoak, 

Thy Preſence numerous Vows invoke ; 


She calls thee with a thouſand Prayers, 


The Graces with their Zones unloos 'd, 

The Nymphs their Beauties all expos'd, 

From every Spring, and every Plain; 
Thy powerful, hot, and winged Boy, 
And Youth that's dull without thy Joy, 
And Mercury compale thy Train, 


ODE XXXI. 
+ © The Poets Wiſh. 
HAT will the Poet beg to-day 
From Phœbius in his hallow'd Shrine, 
For what doth he deſign to pray, 
Whilſt thus he pours his holy Wine ? 


Not fat Sardinia's fruitful Crops, 
Nor Flocks that hot Calabria feeds, 
Nor Gold, nor Ivory raiſe his Hopes; 
Thoſe Toys he neither loves, nor needs. 


Not thoſe rich Fields, where Lyris runs 
With quiet Streams, and wanton Play, 

The ſmootheſt of the Ocean's Sons, 

And geatly cats his eaſie way, 


, 
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Let him that has one, prune his Vine; 
The Merchant now come ſafe to Land 


In * Gobblets quaffs the Wine, 
His Syrian Wares and Voyage gain d. 


He, chiefeſt Darling of the Gods; 
For twice a Year he plows the Main, 
He rides the proud Atlantick Floods, 
And yet makes ſafe Returns again 


Me Chicory and Olives feed, 
Me loos'ning Mallows nobly feaſt ; 


They give what Nature's Wants can need, 
And . fill the eaſie Gueſt. 


A Mind to uſe my preſent Store 
With Health and Life, but not ſo long 
As brings Contempt, or cramps my Song : 
Grant this, all. and I ask no more, 


OD E XXXII. 


W his Harp, whoſe A I tance he deſires. 
IF. underneath a Myrtle ſhade, 
When free from Buſineſs, I have playd 
What may this Year, and more, command g 
Begin, {weet Harp, a Roman Strain, 
Thoſe Meaſures and thoſe Tunes maintain 
Firſt ſtruck by great Alceus noble Hand. 


He fierce in Ain yet midſt his Cares, 
When Dangers preſs d, and noiſie Wars, 
And ſtain d his charming Harp with Blood ; 
Or when he ſtem d the angry Seas, 
n 


—— 
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The Muſes he in ſounding Verſe | 


Would ſing, and Venus Praiſe rehearſe, 

With her attending wanton Boy: 

Or Lyco's Face, ſurpriſing fair, 

| With lovely Eyes, and auburn Hair, 
y Nature fitted to entice to Joy. 


Great Phœbius Glory, Phœbus Love, 
And welcome to the Feaſts of Jove; 
Thou, great Reliever of my Care, 
Whene'er I beg thy Aid, attend; 

Aſſiſt the Verſes of thy Friend, 

And tune my Songs for mighty Ceſar's _ 


ODE XXXIII. 


He comforts his Friend, who had it S 
| in his Amonrs, 


0 Mx. dry thine Eyes, ud dent to mourn, 
Think not too much on G!ycera's Scorn : 
Let no complaining Songs proclim, . © 
That ſhe, regardleſs of her Vows, 
ler wanton Smiles beſtows 
Upon a later, and a meaner Flame, 


Fair Lycoris for Cyras burns, | 
She loves, but meets no kind- Returns , 
Ill- natur d Pholo# Cyrus charms :  - 
But ſooner ſhall the Lambs agree 
With cruel Wolves, than ſhe 
Shall take fo baſe a Wanton in her Arms. 


Thus Venus fports ; the Rich, the Baſe, 
Unlike in Fortune, and in Face, 8. 
To diſagreeing Love provokes; 2 

| | When 
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When cruelly jocoſe 
She ties the fatal Nooſe, | 
And binds Unequals to the brazen Yokes, 


This is the Fate that all muſt prove, 
The ſure Unhappineſs of Love. 
Whilſt fairer Virgis did adore 
And courted me, I Myrtale wood 
| As rough as Adria's Flood, 
That bends the Creeks of the Calabrian Shore. 


ODE XXXIV. 


Ne reſolves to be Religious, and follow Epicuruss 
Philoſophy no more. 


1 That but ſeldom did adore, 

I I, that no God but Pleaſure knew, 
Whilſt mad Philoſophy did blind, | 
And Epicurus foold my Mind. 
Muſt keep that impious Courſe no more: 


But turn my Sails, and ſteer anew, 


For angry Fove, with mi ighty Force, 
Whilſt all the Skies were brooke and clear, 
Shot thro' the Heav'n with pointed Flame, 
And ſhook the Univerſal Frame; 

He lately drove his thund'ring Horſe 

And flaming Chariot thro the Air. 


This ſhook the Earth and wandring Streams, | 
This Noiſe diſturb'd the quiet Dead ; , 
Thro' muddy Styx, thro” all beneath, 
And thro' the ſhady Walks of Death, 
Quick Lightning ſhot unuſual Beams; 


The Ghols beets th Light, and. fled, 


He 


06 
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brings the moſt Obſcure to Light, 

1 robs the Glorious of a Crownz _. 
w tumbles down the mighty Proud, 
d makes them know there is a God; 
ww kicks the Lofty into Night, 

d ſeats the Peaſant in a Throne. 


O'DE XXXV. 


| To Fortune, whom he celebrates, and | begs ” 
| preſerve Cæſar. 


RE AT Goddeſs, Autium's Guardian Power, 
Whoſe Force is ſtrong and quick to raiſe 
The Loweſt to the higheſt place ; 
Or with a wond'rous fall 
To bring the Haughty lower ; 
pd turn proud Triumphs to a Funeral: 


The labouring Swain thy Aid implores, 
His Pray'rs are mixt of Fear and Hope, 
On thee depending for his Crop 3 
The Mehr ten cone. - 
When far remov'd from Shores, 
ad bow to thee the Miſtreſs of the Seas. 


To thee their Vows rough Germans pay, 
To thee the wandring Scythians bend, 
Thee mighty Rome proclaims a Friend : 
And for their Tyrant Sons 
The barbarous Mothers pray 
To thee, the greateſt Guardian of their Thrones : 


They bend, they vow, and ſtill they fear, 
Left you ſhould kick their Empire down, 
And cloud the Glory of their Crown 


They 


46 ODE XXXV. Book l. | 


They fear that you would raiſe 
The lazy Crowd to War, 
And break their Empire, c conte thei Praiſe, 


Neceſſity ſtill talks before; 
And leads the way with poys'nous Breath, 
And all the Inſtruments of Death; 
Sharp Swords, and Wheels and Racks, 
That flow with putrid Gore, | 
Her brazen Hand to fright the Nations ſhakes. 


Sure Hope, and Friendſhip cloath'd in white, 
| Artend on thee, they ſtill remain 
The chiefeſt Glories of thy Train; 
Tho you .inrag'd retreat, 
And with a haſty. Flight, 
The Garment chang d, forſake the falling Great, 


But the baſe Crowd, the perjur'd Whore, 
And when the Casks of Wine are dry, 
The falſe Pretenders quickly fly; 
They all refuſe to bend hs 
With the declining Poor, 
And take the heavy Yoke to eaſe their Friend, 


f 


Preſerve Great Ceſar, Ceſar leads 
To diſtant Britain; guide his Fate, 
And keep the Glory of our State, 
The Youth that muſt infeſt 
With Arms the haughty Medes ; 2 
And ſcatter Fears and Slavery thro the Eaſt. 


I bluſh at the diſhoneſt Show, | 
I die to ſee the Wounds and Scars, 
Thoſe Glories of our Civil Wars, 
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What Sins, a curſed Age, 7 0 
Were we afraid to do, 
And what hath ſcap d the Fury of our Rage ? = 


What dread of Heay'n, or fears of Hell 

Could ſtop the Impious daring Hand ? 

And was not every Shrine prophan'd ? 
Oh, wouldſt thou quickly whet 

| Our impious blunted Steel, 

To fight the bold Arabian, _ the Gere ! 


ODE XXXVI. 
A Welcome to his dear Friend Lamia. 


of Io pious Duty now to praiſe 

With Incenſe, Songs and lacred Lays, 
And with a promis'd Heiter's Blood, 

My Numida's kind Guardian God: 

Who fafely now return'd again 

From the remoteſt Parts of Spain, 

To thronging Friends on every fide 

A thouſand Kiſſes does divide; 

But Deareſt Lama moſt receives, 

And takes as gladly as he gives : E 
Their equal Love at School began, > 


Both the ſame Race of Virtue ran; 

And both at once grew up to Man : 

Be every Head with Garlands crown'd, 
And let the flowing Bow! go round: 
Let fading Lillies and the Roſe 

Their Beauty and their Smells diſcloſe ; 
Let long-liv'd Parſly grace the Feaſt, 
And gently cool the heated Gueft : 

Then all on beauteous Damalis 


Shall loſe their gloating wanton Eyes; 
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5 But her no Charms no Nods ſhall move, 
| And none divide her from her Love; 
She ſhall imbrace her young Gallant, 
As twining Ivy claſps the growing Plant. 
OS XXXVII. 


on Czlar's Victory over Antony and Cleopatra, 


OW, now, tis time to dance and play, 
And drink, and frolick all the Day; 
"Tis time, my Friends, to baniſh Care; 
And coſtly Feaſts, : 
With thankful Hearts, prepare 
In hallow'd Shrines, and make the Gods your Gueſts, 


"Twas Treaſon once to ſport a Flask, 

And Sin to pierce the noble Cask, 

1 Whilſt nought but boading Fears were en 
0 5 For Ills to come; 

| When Egypt's haughty Queen, 

With wither'd Eunuchs, threaten d mighty Rome : : 


A Woman vain, whoſe Hopes could riſe 
To ſuch Impoſſibilities 
A Woman drunk with ſweet Succeſs ; 
Whom {ſmiling Fate 
Had brought to dare no leſs _ 
Than Cæſars Fortune, and the Roman State. 


But ſoon her Pride to Fears retir d, 
When all her Ships were ſunk or fir'd ; 
And real Dread poſſeſt her Mind, 
When Cæſar's Oars 
Did preſs ſo cloſe behind, 
And bore his Navy to the frighted Shores, 
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(As Hawks purſue the trembling Dores, | 
Thro open Fields or ſhady Groves; dy 5, 
Or as ſwift Huntſmen chace the Deer 
Thro' Thracian Plains, 
That fly as wing'd with fear) 
pe ON Ee 


But She deſign'd a nobler Fate, 
And falling would appear as great 
As when She ſingly fill d'the Throne ; 
No Fears betrayd, _ 
Nor ſled to Coaſts unknown 
o live ſecure, or. meanly beg for Ad. 


Her falling Throne with ſmiling Look 
© She boldly ſaw ; ſhe dar d provoke 
Fierce Serpents rough with poys'nous dn 
To dart their Tongue, w. 
own furious ** on Den cle 0 es, 


The gent Lie, Ships, the Fame 
And laſting Glory E Shan, * 
She ry ;>ſhe, - 'a Soul too proud, 
, Toghaighty wo be Res 

the private Crowd, 
beg Raf ls dn Z's d 
= 


OD E XXXVIII. 


He tells his Wh that be l wet take too wnch 
Wann 


. — 2 „I deeply ite 
Perſian Pomp and State: 
— we with too wh Art diſpleaſe; 
C 


For- 
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Forbear to feel the 

Or where the beauteous; Lilly 

Such Foil diſturbs our dae it 
rar I 

A negligent t and fimple | V e 

Thoughts free from Cares will molt expreſs 4 

Thy Front, my Boy, thy Front, and mine 

A Myrtle Crown will beſt eme Ata 211 $1.6 
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"The Szcoxd Book. 


ODE I. TP OLLIO. = 
1. He deſives him to Forberr writing Tragedies *till he had 


ſettled the State. © 2. Commends the Hiftory of the 
Civil Wars, which' he was writing.” 3. Lumens the 


2 e 5 Them. , | 


(.* Whoſe Faith we Virtue a 2 
2 To whom the German Triumph won 


And W 0 Glories of a Crown : 


The Grounds: and Vices of our Wars, 
Our Civil Dangers and qur Fears, iT 
The ſport of Chance, and turns of . | 

And impious Arms that wind 
With 8 uncxpiated Blood. 


C 2 
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The great Triumvicate 12 
An3 their agu fatal to the Romer State: 
| de Woke walls, dined. 
es by treacherous Aſhes hid; 
Ye thi you write, and give to Fame 
A laſting Monament of our Fathers Shame: 


But hold thy mourning Muſe; forbear 
To weed the covet — 

Till Quiet, ſpread o'er State-Affairs, 

Shall lend thee Time for meaner Care 
And then inſpir'd with Tragick Rage : 


Return to the forſaken Stage, 1 


Ard mourn the Fan and Folics of the Age 


II. Methinks the Trumpets threatning Sund * 
Diſturbs our Reſt with fierce Arms. 
And from the ſhining Arms 
A dreadful Lightning ſpreads around ; | 
It darts pale Fear through ev'ry Eye, 
The Horſes ſtart, e e 


Methinks the watlike Captains Shouts are nds, 
With ſordid Duſt how gloriouſly e * 
In Blood 1 ſee the Sdldiers ro 

I ſee the World obey, 
All yield, and own great Ceſar's Sway. 


Except the ſtubborn Caro's her Seat: 


III. Juno, and Afviel's Guardian Powe, 
That left their ruin'd Seats before, 
Unable to revenge their Fall, 
Hath now on Rowe return d Di 
And offer'd up the Victor's Race _ 

To great ugurtha's Ghoſt, and Hannibal: 


OA ty A TN wad wo 
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What Land is free, what Plain 
Not fatt' ned by the Roman Slain 
What cannot witneſs by the Graves it ſhows 


Our Empire's Fall, whoſe Noiſe is ſpread 
Oer Perſia and the diſtant Mee, 


The Sport and Laughter of our ſmiling Foes ? 


What Lake unſtain'd before 
Not knows our War, and ſwells with Zatian Gore? 
What Sea's not dy'd ? On what unhappy Flood, | 
On what remoter Conſt, 
Have not our Youtlt been loſt, 
Grown impiouſſy prodigal of their Blood = 


-Enongh, my Muſe ; Complaints forbears. 
With me to ſhady Grots retire, 

Thy Mourning ceaſe, divert thy Care-; 
And there with ſofter Touches move thy Lyre: 


ODE. Il. 
The Free and o only are the happy Me: 


EAR Friend, whoſe: . 
The creeping Fears G Avari Avarice, 
How Silver looks, how mean and baſe, 
How much below the common Braſs, © 
Unleſs a moderate Ulſe refine, 
A Value give, and make it ſhine.” 


Kind Froculemus, juſt and good, 

Ia Fees os wy ne in is 
Who with a Father's Care did grant 
Supplies, and eas d his Brothers Want; 
Long, long {tall ve; furviving Fame 
* „ 
C 3 
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That Man a wider Empire gains bn 4 t'7 
That his own craving With. — ade”. - 
Than he whole Sword. and wide Command. „ 1 
Join diſtant Spain and Libya's Sand. 
Than if they did his Arms bey, bee N A 09 


And either Carthage oven his e 
0 Py < — N 41 3 © — A r: BY A 3 2 £245 a FS. 4 
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The Dropſies ſtill by Drink increaſe, 
In vain are all our hopes of Eaſe; 
The Jaws are dry, the Thirſt cemains 

| Until the fatal Humours ceaſe; 34 
11 Until the Cauſe of the Diſeaſe 
== Shall leave the Gwoln and craving Veins 2 | 
| 


Phraates fixt in Cyrus Thien). Db em dcnonl 
Adord like Per/ia's riſing Sunn 

True Senſe, that {corns the People's ret, n v 
Ne ler ranks among the happy Bleſt ads 
From cheats of Words the Crowd ſhe brinſs 

To real Eſtimate of II 5 "= 


To him, de gines, to him along) d by % 2 
The Laurel, and the laſting Throne, | 


Whoſe: Eyes can unconcern d behel 0 
The dazling Heaps of ſhining Gold; + © I 
Whoſe Mind doth never Wealth — 2 N if 
Nor tum to make a focond JW « ond foam wulf 

. F 93% 3 Fr 22211 2 


He adviſeth his rind Delius £0 * — . 
ng. 25 | 


AN even Mind in eviry Seat 


. 8 
FR. + 
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Let not too much of doudy Fer, * ii; 


Or to ct. or to extend thy Brow : © * tn u 


Whether thy dull unhappy Years 
Run ſlowly clogg'd wirh Hopes and Fears, ; 
And ſit too pi on thy Soul; | 
Or whether crown'd on of Flow'rs 
Mirth ſoftly drives thy eaſie Hours, 
And chears thy Spirits with the choiceſt Bowl 


Where deres — Pikes 

And Myrtles friendly Branches joyn, 

And hoſpitable Shades compoſe; oo 

Where ur a per Spi Gods e . 

In winding Streams, and ſoftly chide Shot” 
The interrupting Pebble as it flows : 5 


There bring thy Wine, thy Oi bed. 
Let fading crown thy Head, 
Whilſt Time, and Age and Life will bear: 
For you fmuſt leave you, Groves, your Houle, 
And Farm, where yellow Tiber flows; 

And thy heap'd r 


For, whether ans Brad Wing, 
Or from the meaneſt of the Crowd, 
Tis all a Caſe ; for gought can ſave: 

| The Hand of Fate doth rike at al, 
And thou art ſurely doom'd to fall 

A Sacrifice to the impartial Grave. 


Our Lots are caſt, Fate ſhakes the Urn, 
And each Man's Lot muſt take his turn; 
' Sorne ſcon Rap but, and ſome more late . 
| PT But 


% 
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But ſtill tis fare each Mortal's Lot 
Will doom his Soul to Charon's Boat, SER 
To bear th! eternal Baniſhment of Fate. 


Ohl. ts ict 


To Xanthias Phoceus, who fell in Tove with 
bis Captive. 


EAR Xanthias, tis A fauky Shame, 
Bluſh not to own a noble Flame 
Rais d by thy Captive's Charms. ; ' 
The fair Briſis once could more Syd 3 fork 
Achilles ſtubborn Soul to Love, 
And force the haughty Heroe to her Arms; 


Tecmeſſa's Charms ſubdu'd her Lord, 
And conquering Ajax ſoon ador'd ; 
By fair . Eyes, 1 
To weary Greeks an eaſy 
Een midſt his Triumph great ode dies, 


7 


See what a beauteous Majeſty, wa 

And how commanding is her Eye, 

Her Look proclaims her State 3 . 

She mourns, ſhe qd wo 2 Royal Race 

And Parents Fee... 
And prieve to ſee ſo asg Which of. fue 


Ne'er think her, Friend, of common | Blood 3 
Nor ſprung from the diſhoneſt Crowd 
A Mind ſo bravely bold, 
So chaſt as to reſiſt the Arts 4 
That take the mean unguarded Hearts, 
The force of * and Charms of Gold 


Her 
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Her Face, her Neck, her Breaſt and Arms 
J praiſe, e 
Suſpicious Thoughts remove; 
Let almoſt forty feeble Years 
Secure thy Mind from jealous Fears, 

And tell that Zorace is too old for. Love. 


To his Fried, in e 


Tux hae. Friend, is hardly broke. 
Her Neck uncafy to the Toke; 
She cannot draw the Plough, nor bear 
The vreight of the obliging Steer; 
In flowry Meads is her Delight, 
8 Thoſe charm her Taſte _—_— 
Or elſe ſhe flies the burning Beams, 
To quench her Thirft in cooler Streams; 
Or, with the Calves, thro' Paſtures plays, 
Aud wantons all her eaſy Days - 
Forbear, deſign no haſty Rape 
On ſuch a green, untimely Grape: 
Soon ruddy Autumn will produce 
Plump Cluſters, ripe, and fit to uſe: 
She now that flies ſhall then purſue, 
She now that's courted doat on you :: 
For whirls on, and every Year 
— — 
Soon Lalage, ſhall ſoon 
Her Love, nor bluſh to own her Flame: 
| Lovd more, for ſhe more kindly warms 
on or Clori Charms, 
So pure her Breaſt; ſo fair a White; 


A in a clear and ſmiling Night, 
* C 5 
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A skilful Stranger's prying Eyes; 
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How fit for Happineſs 


Nor hoary Froſt deforms the Field; 
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In quict Floods the Silver Moon 12's 111 
Who, plac'd amongſt the Maids, — 


** 1 


So ſmooth his doubtful Looks 3 5 57 þ by 
So looſe, ſo Womaniſh his Hair. | 7 ih 


ODE VL T SEPTIMIUS. 


Being to go — Spain with Auguſtus againf ti Canta- 
brians, he wiſhes for a POR Is in Bis Old 245 


Gren, that ail ati Main, 1 4 
a Ami go with me wen, hour, dd 
To fierce Cantabrians never broke, ad ni oft 


ol > Yo I FO i 


T 


As yet unlearn'd to bear our Yoke: 
And Syrtes” Sands, where . ii 

And rowling Waves waſh {warthy ogy” Sts 1 
May Tibur's W Walls, the Tufcan Seat, nnd of ; 
Afford my Age a {lake Retreats? 2niy) ods Hts 
Ohl! there, now tir'd with Wars and Se, 0 a 
May I enjoy a happy Eaſe 

If Fate denies this ſmall Deſire, 2 7g £85ut. a 
My haſty Steps ſhall ſoon retire © 7 n b 


Where {mooth Galeſus cuts its Way; of) 7% e 4 
Around whoſe Banks vrhite Fleeces 2 71 = 

And felt Phalantus eaſy Sway: ; es; 40 

Oh, how thoſe little Plains do pleaſe, 3 ien, ah 3 
and nnen 
Where Honey fills the Combs, and fre 1 rt 
With fair Hymertus ſweeteſt Hive: 

Where Olives crown the fruitful Soil, | rh 
Yield not to the Venafrian Oyl: ' > | 5 
Where Springs are long, and Winters au. 
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» Bacchus Mountains {pread, .. 
1 is Kuitful Head; il 
deere Grapes in Cluſters rvine, | 
Nor envy the Falernian Vine: 
n aonwr ctpacs ogy tne 
There you and 1, dear Friend, duke 
r eee 
And clofe thy Poet Horace Eyes | | 


1 
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0 DE Vu. 
A Welcome to his Friend Pampep. 


Dias, Pompey, that haſt often try'd, 4 
| Whilſt one we fought on Brutus ſide, 
How near pale Death. Wars attends; 
What Genius now. hath. thee home, 

And who reſtor d thee back to Rome, 

Pompey, the beſt of all my Friends? 


With whom, in Misth and Wine , 
Whilſt ſweeteſt Roſes crown r 
And hl hc IE EIS | 


I often broke the lingring Day: 


The bloody Wars, Philipgy's Field. 
Ignobly having loſt my Shield. 
With thee I 8 ſecure. from Wound, 
I faw the flight, when haughty Proud 
To Cæſar's ſtronger Virtue bow'd,. 

And baſtly bit the bloody Ground: 


Me Mercury curd from Fears, = 4 
He 2 wrapt me up in Night, 


Then you a little Tomb hall Nr, 12 vt 
| dd cl ny Aſs with pow e. : 
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6 ODE vn. Boox 10 
And ſavd me from the Fight. | 


rere to Wars: - mon why b 44 


Now then bees d is Bad Reſt, k 2667 LS 
Pay Fove thy ra e 1701 | 
Beneath my cool and pleaſing Shade zoe: l 
On flowry Beds ſupinely laid, 


129 et 
_ the Casks dely go's for the: wall bot 


There's no extream in real Joy. © 


Who Parſly twines, or Myrtle Boughs TEE 


To grace our Mirth, and ſhade our Ron 


a7, 


Whom will the happy defign + WIG 5 1 * : 
The juſt ill ce ppp Dye n ady 


And great Controuler of the Feaſt ? 


Let Mirth, and Joy, e 
As wild as the mad Thracians are: 
"Ts decent de Wome of «Brien. 


OD E VIII. 
To his forſaken aut. 


Arme, did Revenge o*ertake, 
| And tht as of WR adder 
Were but one Nail, one Tooth more black, 
Thy Vows 1 would at laſt believe: 


RET 
As cach falſe Oath proeur d a Grace, * 


Th eternal Gods, thy Mother's Urn; 
7 TOY pre a n, 


The Mn A 
222758 7 As 


pede new Saves Gill ck to hee, 
And happy he that takes the Chai 1; 


Forgive the Jik, and fore again: 
The: 0s telly Fer rs : 


0 D 0 IX. 
He adviſeth his Friend to grieve 10 more for dead Myſck. 


N aways Soow and Hail and Rain 

» and beat the fruitful Plain; 
Not every Month doth lazy Froſt Foods: Nr 
Bind up th Armenian Coaſt; $05 : F 
Ner furious Sores till ex the groaning Woods: ws 


Calls 


—— — — — 


Calla — I. 
The Leaves return to naked Tres 
But you, dear Friend, a A 

Loſt Myſtes; when Noon burns the Skies. 
When Night comes on, or when it flies, 
No change appears, er, eee 11 


Yet aged Neſtor dry'd his Tarn: , Iu 1 1 5 1 

His Grief was ſhorter tham his Years 5/1 | r vl 
Nor did he till his dying Son bewail : : 

His Siſters, and the Beam Tanne 

And Priam wept, but mild — I +4 2 7 


wrt 


Nor always rn a al. A 
: LRN Fx 11 fi, # 
Thy ſoft Complaints at laſt * | 
Let Mirth ſucceed, and Smiles appear, "of 


Let's ſing, and Ceſar be our lefty Theme: I q- ny 
How rough Niphates Hills bey, A1 ef. ay * 7 
And Tigris bound by \Ge/ar's Sway 

Leſs furious grows, re 


The Scythiaus av. — en — 
i Confin d to their own Froft and 8 
Have cool d the raging Fury of their ride; 
| In narrow Bounds, with nimble Force, 

They ride their, firft impetuous Horſe, 
And” view * b longing Eyes the _ Side. 


Sod ty 12 
— 6 5 Go WR" 


- Gun - 
4 mille fee of iſ is the uf, 


WISE theys that, (with e camious For, WES" 
Not always thro' the Ocean ſteer, 

Nor, whilf: thes-abink the Winkswill wor... 

Wo traſt Shore: 


Fu 
9 
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To thoſe that chuſe the golden Men 
The . mA 
They want the baſfneſe of the Poor's retreat, 
And envy'd Houſes of the Great. 
| Storms often vex the loſty Oak, WE 
High Mountains feel che derten, | 
And lofty Towers, when Winds 12 
Are ruin d with, a greater fall: 
A Breaſt prepar d in either ſtate 
Or fears or hopes a change of — 
"Tis Fove greg ELD 12 
And melts the Froſt by pleaſing Spri bh woorolt 1 
Tho Fortune nom contrats her Brow, ot 2V7 u 
And trowyns; yet twill not ſtill be 10: 
Apollo ſometimes Mirth purſues, 
His Harp awvakes his ſleepy Muſe, - 
Nor always: bends his threatning Bow : 
When Fortune "ſends a ſtormy Wind, 
Then _ a brave and omg Mind; 


he Gels vow mark, then Fu thy Sul. _—_ 


vers: * $662 £ : 
He adviſe his Brien re bes mri, 


HAT — what the e date, 
Make, Friend, no Object of thy Cẽ,ẽtt 
hüt raging-Floods, and Arias Tide; 
Confine their Force, and Arms divide, 
Secure we laugh at all the Threats of War: 


Let no Concern, no Cares for Life approach, 
It laſts not long, and asks not much; 
Dat ice our Years-do ſwiftly move, 


% ODE XL Boox Il.) 


Our nimble Youth and Beauty fades, 
Dey age wid Cares will cn ur Hens, 
Ae ne-romm far. aly Beſt er a 


Flowers not always equal Beauties wes, 
223 | 
As when at full they brightly ſhin'd; 

So much too narrow for eternal Care? | 


Why, underneath a pleaſing Myrtle Shade, | 
On flowry Banks ſupinely lad. 
Are we ſo flow to ſpend a Dayy 
And, whilſt grey Hairs add Bob, 
Or odorous Oyl our Heads o'erflows, 
EIT 


" And make gal — nes. * . 

What Boy waits there, e 

Some cooler Streams from yonder 8 bing. 
To quench the fury of my flaming Wine? 


What redy Servant wait to call my Mis, 
And who. coy ade will entice? 
Bid Lyde come, we are in haſte; 
Bid Lyde come, her Harp prepare, 
Like Spartans looſely bind her Hair; 

For Love may cbb, and thea her —— 
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ODE XII. To ae 


2 bu 
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"HE tout Nuntantives lingring' Fill 
The Romans Scaurge, = 
No more, my learned Lord, require, 
No more the rough Sicilian Flood 
| Dy d deep with Carthaginian Blood, 
To fit ww FO e lc. pr 


Nor 4 grow * 
Who dard 0 ach old ret, Crown 
And break the Quiet of ae aſe 


| And you, my Loopy, wei equal Rights, 
Great Ceſar's Wars conqu Fights 
Shall better tell in laſting 4 
And how in triumph Ce/ar led 
The Ferſſan and the haughty Mede, 
And ſcatter d Slave y midſt his threatning Foes: 


My Muſe bids me imploy my Verſe, 
And ſoft Lycimnija's Songs rehearſe; ' 
She bids me all her Charms i ere 
By Nature fitted to Gurprize; | | 
And Mind fil faithful to thy mutual Love: 


Lycimnia fair, the Pride of Rome, 
How well her Charms and Arts become? | 
How movingly lier Beauty pleadss 
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Of 's Farm, and Ruin ef his er „ brA 


# 
3 


When toying ſhe and richly dreſt, 3 
At Great Damms ale mm F 


ins the Dance, 29d, Fords Go buns Mais ON, 


1 Yet, 25%. 
For what e poſſelt, F 
And for tha Wealth of al che Falt-. 
Would you, my Lord, exchange your Fair? 
Would you, my Lord, for all the Gold | 
The ſtuft Arabian Houſes hold. 
3 one braid of fvveet ee s Hair? 
IF; «174 40 len eien 
Whene'er her Bead ſhe ceridly thoves, | 
To take the earneſt of der oven AN 5 
A balmy Kiſs; 5 Or elſe denies 1. 0 
With eaſie forwardneſs, which e 
That ſhe is more content to loſe 
Than he that begs to win the Prize; C ay 


en OD * lk: cad 


Lin cali; 1 p05 te $a 30 
Upon a Tree that was lite. to fe pow him . ho wa 
N walking in his Field, * off burg 
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Fatgl Star did choca” 1 - 22 bnd bak 
The Skies, and guide his i impious Fand i 
Who planted thee,” to the Diſgraee M.A 


"Tis certain he his Father kill dd. 
He flew, and fed upon s Childs 7 

He ſtabb'd his Friend before his God, ' 
And ſtain'd the Image with his Blood: 1447 
To him Medea's Arts were known, h 

The whole World's E, ie e 
Who firſt diſgrac d my Field with thee, 


N Stock, thou curſed Tree, n 
. c Thon 


Loy 
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= curſed Tree, Whoſe daun f +3 6 2 o 4 
a ſhould fly is aalen known, * 1 { acl : + 
e unprovided are undone: rms wool aig 1140) © vrolſor A 
he Waves that foam rjj Thrace Share Au 
fre dreaded by the ſwarthy Moors, be ud ved 
bey think cold Death doth uſe to ar 1 95 2 aa F. 
; he Snow and frozen Hills. of Thrace,” 6% pf 
{1 al, from a warmer place: 
Roman dreads the — the fakes! " 
ad conquering flights of Parthian Horſe: e 
he Roman Chains the Parthian fears; - it, A 
heir ſteady Troops, and weighty Pes, bY nd el 
et Death, when arm'd with a Diſeaſe, 
rom other Parts will yudel { 
She comes unlookt for, Reps any * 
Unthinking Nations in a Day, 
nd huddles up her eaſie Prey: 
ew near had I, how nearly cen 
he Kingdom of the ſWarthy = 
udge AEArQS, the HoryE/Qrove, 1 
The Scat of Piety and Lore: 
And Sappho, who in hurnble Strains 
Of her baſe Countrymen Ca: 
In ſweeteſt Tunes proclaims her Love, 
But mourns at her Reproach above: 
{ces too, whole Strings 
With manlier Strokes ſound greater N 
e tels the Dangers and the Fears 
Of Flights, of Saling, and of Wars: 
th filent rey*rence Ghoſts admire 
The wondrous fury of his Lyre: 
he vulgar Shades throng moſt to hear 
Of Kings depos d, of Feats of War, 
ind drink thera with: a greedy Er: 
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No wonder this, Hell's furious Guard, 

With filent wonder, ſtood and heard 

His Ears hy down, and, whillt he play'd, ” 

A hollow Grin his Joy betray d: EFT BOS 

No hiſs was heard, the Furies Snakes | 

Lay huſht, and quiet on their Necks : 

The Sound deceiv'd him into Eaſe; he 
And Tuntalus felt ſoft repoſe, ; 


Unheeded now the bending Boughs 

Hang o'er his Lips, and Water flows : 8 
Nor did the fierce Orion care 1887585 
To hunt * or bis ing Bear. 


ODE: XIV. 
Life is ſhort, and Deah wn, 


1 n \ Friend! tho whiling Yes 
” Rouls on apaces | 
And ſoon ſhall Wrinkles, * wither'd Face: 
| In vain you waſte your pious Breath, | 
No Prayers can ſtay, no Vows defer - 
The fait approach ot Age, and computing Death 


No, 2 — 


Wich ſacred Blood, 
Shouldſt thou appeaſe th' inexorable God: 


He opens, and he ſhuts the Grave; ER 
| or's triple Soul cone 
And ſtubborn Gi Gyges wi oh de Wort 


That fatal Ware thar muſt be paſvd by all 
The Rich; the Por 
Are doom'd aike to view the Srygian She; 
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the Knares n Fools, the wi and uſt, + 
The Kings as well as muſt fall 
d undiſtinguih be wich ener Du: 


Ja in we levee ang Ws, 
And live in Eaſe; - 0 
Ja vain we ſhun the of angry Se: 
The burning Ferers Ae beg. FP 
| In vain we fly, and idly fear 59 ir | 2 
The Plagues that South-winds bear o 


PEP} Li 
nn Waves are doom'd to pal, 4 
25. 2M We all muſt muſt go en 
And view | be T 
[ 2 
| Much nobler Wine the Gqandring Youth . 
Shall ſpill, and coſtlier Feaſts prepare, 
Than ever pleas'd a N Abbot ? Tooth. 
| * $1) 125 71 A Yin ad} a4 
ey 4 150 1 214 i fall! 
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Oun ages 0a ile our r Fields gd 
And now the Ploughs muſt ruſt in Eaſe; 
New Mets æe dug large Ponds: we make 
2 nr een ONTO FO iv n 
F hes: P rofuſely ſpread : 
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Der — Fields chat Marry d Elms r Vines 
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Our Beds of Nele M 
And all the luvory' of low'rs, - | 
Their friitlef Shades and Stele uff: 
They now thoſe fruitful Grounds poſſeſs 
Where Olives foſe with vaſt Inereaſe 
And with great Bounty bel che Former OM 
33. 0 F389 ä dennen 
Thick Laurels plac d by purling/ Streams 
Shut out the MIL b h 
And give us Stiade to drin 3 oi 
Was this by Romulus allow'd ? | 
/ Was this the way our Father ſhow e218" 981 
To riſe to © ind and extend Gur Sway. F: 
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No: then wy fingle Man's Elte | 
Was ſmall, the Publick Stock was a 7 
The Publick Weal imployd their Care; 
No private Man profuſely skill'd 
Did then his large Piazza's build, 
To take cool Breezes of the Northern Air : 


D v2 be, * 
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The Laws forbad them tt 
Bur lire content ini f A a 0H 14 — 1 
Enjoyning alf deb, Sies aid H 
To build with new and coſt! Stones. 
Red een 6 „Aid to. Ba cor, P 
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The contented Man the moſt ly. 


Fo R Eaſe the Seamam asks the Gods 30N iT 
When toſs d in the Leun Fe; bit „ ge. 
When Darkneſs. reads to beighten gt 212-7 Adr 
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And not one eien : Disti Ci. &\ 20494 


For Eaſe the war Rob Glas, ba: 9105 1121 oy bau 
The Perſiau and the” 8755 els e ee 00% 
For Eaſe, ae bo {wore {5200 nig yds ol 
For cult ens, or boy with Opt” IquT NAT. 
9 q new | 4 DTS 113159 YJ each be: 
For neither Power na cette 1 24d r N 
The fad Diſorders of the 5 
Nor yet remove the ares clit wait © 31% 28, H A 
About the Palace of. 0 99H v-3Þ o , 

35 211 211002 f nie rr: nO 
Bleſt he with little; on whoſ#thrifty Board 2 dV 
That Salt ſtill ſhines that call d his Father Lord; 
No vexing Ferres his Breaff Yan ee. 0 
No Ted Luſt will break ys Eaſe : | 

VOOR Lian RN . 288 > 6 N | 
why theſe extended Cates, vil Da 
And Trouble, or ſo ſhort a Life? 
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« For baneful Care, will fil prevail, 
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Long Age did Titbenks. walls; ff e *. | 

Thoſe Years ſwift Time denies to. tbese 
Perhaps his Hand reach e e * al Wit 
Round thee en e er ; EW 0 
Stout Oxen bend 8 * 41 bet KA hi 
In thy git Coach a7 Marth 


IS; + SPI N 2 
——ä4Uäʒ ©) 295 WF —— 222 
. — 
* . 


. 


— 


| 
| 
| 


4 5 
| ” 
| 
i 5) 
ij 
14 
1 
117 
+4 


— 
« "IP — «> —— 
— — ow. — an 


1 


— NE OE CD OECD 


2 — » 
— TT TEE 4 


2 Fe. . 27 31 


ODE XU. To M ena 
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He is reſold not ” ſurvive him, and lu, 


. p "RE" 
* —— - — vr —_—_ Ree + 
2 — — - 


»_—_— ++: 
D 5 — 
- 32 2 


— 


32 


Tt ITE = | 
_ "Tis move-than any God Will gramm. 
more, my Lend. than Len , off 
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That FM on whom —— Red ons 
That - ſhould dye, 
And leave t! 


Did you, Ae e WOE! "if 
For what ſhould I, the other, 7 +I 3 

| hee Goes col ompoſigny Mind, . | 
When neither whole, 1 SE. ö 
1 

Aud feel my worſer Part ll left behind? 


rhe fime black Day ſtall Err ow both 

It is a fixt and folemn Oath, © 

Well go, I've ſworn, we. both will go; 

Tho' you may firſt begin the Race, 

Ill fo with a nimble Pace, 1 
nc join you, cer you reach the Waves s below. 


ob . Py 14 1 #, FF. 


+7 eas? * 
Did fete Chimera dart bes rue, e 


In vain "ould-all his a Oo oppoſe, „ e 
For Juſtice bids, and W. approved by WT = 2 ; 


Whatever Star did at m 1 Bk prevail, | 

Whether my Fate was weg n Bere e. 
Or fatal Scorpio s Beams did ſhine ; 

Or Capricorn's diſturbing Rays. 

Thoſe Tyrants of the Weſtern Seas, 


From ae 5404 I Taffluence 7 ang val —4 
Foves milder Rey 5 27 your VE ace, 1 
He daga the wings of haſt Death a 
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Tis ſtrange how much Jour. ehe wil mine : 
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hen thrice, with i b Ves | 
: Team em mon Jr, 
And with their own ſupply'd . 


My Head had felt a falling Oak, 
But Faumus did divert the Stroak ; = 
Faunus, the Wits kind Guardian God: 


The Shrine you row d the Gods prepare, 
Let offer'd Bulls rewatd'their Care: 


For me a Lamb ſhall ſhed his meaner Tod. 


0 E XVII. 
A cue, 


RI nor Idian Stuff, * 1 
8 
Cedar Beams tank {IF 
Ra U ULTNS.. 
hd one Ba wi ag G9: 
pom og an Heir unknown, | 
er ſeiʒ d on Attalns his Throne; hs 
; No honef: Clies hits tay Rooms © 
r 8 
nocen 5 f 
— — Wit, and theſe complet. 8 
And make me ſought to by the Great: 
This is my Wealth, This all my Store. Oe 
Content, I ask the Gods no more; F 
Nor my great Friends: O bounteous Fate, 
How happy in my mean Eſtate! _ 
Days puſh on Days with equal Pace, 
TO Mong BEI TRI 
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ODE, XVIII. Boo II. 1 


But you, een hf the Bell doth toll, 
And ſadly warn thy Soul, 
Rich Stones provide, Piles you fer, 
| Unmindful of your Sepulcher : 
| Thy Moles, and thy encroaching Mounds | 
„ ONT 1 
or greedy you would ferm but poar vert 1: | ; 
Ca by Mann's e 5 43 
Nay more, yo thay thts dee Bounds; rib 1d 
And ſeize your meaner Clients Grounds 3 
No Fence too high, no Ditch too deep 
For wealthy Injury to leap: 
Expel'd by greedy Avarice, TEL A ohh 
The Wife with her dear Husband flies, | 
With all her Gods, (os weak Defence | 
For poor and injur'd Innocence, 
They ſuffer in the Common Harms) 
And ſordid Infants in her Arms:: 
Yet after all this Toil and Heat, 
This Fraud and Treac T ee be great, e 
J The hatt and freft, jo the Grave +” + * 
Wc rat co. more? en ad Lone _ 
An equal Room juſt Earth-affords, © | 1 
Nor does ſhe take a Prince's Bones YI UL: 4 
| ; . 
Ne er ſurly Charon, brib'd with Gold, 
Brings back the Cunning or the Bold ; Doty 
Nor will he waft Prometheus o'er, © 
And land him on the living Shore: 
oo HO and all his Line, | 
Kings, his laſting Clains confine 3 * 
And whether we his Aid implore | 
Or not, he's ready ſtill to eaſe the Poor, 
Free him from Want, and place him on the happy Shore 


D 3 ns. 
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ODE XIX. 1 


ORN eu by an ute er 22727 25 
I faw (believe it future Age) 


B 


Where Bacchus taught the Nymphs TY 0 


In diſtant Vales ; from ev'ry Wood 
With prickt-up Ears the Satyrs ſtood, 255 
And iniing Fauns compos'd lining Tag. 


Fug ! new Fear diſturbs my Soul, | 55 5 
With troubled Joy my Paſſions roul, 
Whilſt full of the impetuous Gd: a t ann 
Eva ! ſpare, mighty Liber, ſp area 
Urge not the violent Rage too far: uit“ 5 
Spare, Liber, dreadful with thy : Rad- 


Now boldly I can peak ty Pra, | 
Too fierce to bear the cake oke: HUM 
Thy ſtreams of Wine, thy. 8 Spring, 
And in repeated Numbers Sing 

Diſtiling Honey from the melting Oak t | 


Thy happy Bride's refulgent' hir, 5 55 
That grace the Skies with brighter Str; 
What Fare the impious Thehav-ſtronk, - 
The trampling Wolf, ang? rooting [ITE | 
And fierce Lycurgus falling Werne atten 
Indi and Ganges own thy Sony; - * get 
Aud thee the barb'rous Seas obey; | 
You fluſh d oer ag Mountains lead, 


O 
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1 
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ODE XX. Book l. 


Oer Hils and Dales, o'er Springs and Lakes, 


The Thracian Rout, whilft harmleſs Snakes 


| to eee 


When impi jous Giants dimbd on 
Aa ts RO ey Pickett BET | 
Thy ſingle Hand ſecur d his Crown : 

You, with a Lyon's dreadful Jaws 
And frightful Nails, retriev d the Cauſe; 
Bold Naa, queltd, and fd the falling Throne : 


Tho' much u more us d to ſoft Delight, 


You once were re thought, and GAY"; to Fae 


Yet, when your Heat and Virtue roſe, | q 
What Fury ſeiz d your haughty Foes ? 


| How equity inclin'd to Wars * Peace ? 


when beautsous with your r | 


Jou did from Hell black Shades return, 
12 5 r A eee 


He wagg'd his Tail, grew wond'rous 
He lickt thy Feet, he fawn'd/and every 5 


r 
i. pomſeh ber immortal Fame. 


| NS rk een fl 
ET Seaway, cn : 
FI pd lite 6n Earth no more, | 
More high than Envy's ſelf can ſoar, 
n Tn HET Us 2 
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78 ODE * Boog II. 


Not me, not me, the meal: 
Whom the proud Fool and hughny Corn 
Not me ſhall Death controul 
Not I. whom you I know not what, 
Mecenas, call, will yield no Fate 
Nor ſhall the Stygian Waves confine my sd: 


Rough Skin oer both my Legs is ſpreach 
And ſhining Feathers crown my Head ; 
 __ Above I'm turn'd a Swan: 
Oer both my Hands light Plumes do dig 
My Arm is chang d into a Wing, 

And now I move with greater Specd than lug: 


On tronger, and on ſwifter Wing, 
Than Icarus fled, E riſe and fing 3 
A founding Bird I foar;; | 
Pll ſee the diſtant Northern Pole, 
Ill fee the Southern Billows roul, 


| And ſpread my Wings o'er Af bee 


My Songs ſhall to the Colchian Ears, 
And German, that conceals: his Fears 

Of Roman Troops, be known : 
The Moors, and in my numerous Verſe 
The Scythians skilfd, ſhall Songs rehearſe : 
Tee Spaniard too, and he that drinks the Rhine. 


Mourn not, no Friendly Drops mult fall, 
No Sighs attend my Funeral, 

_ _ , Thoſe common Deaths may crave. — 
Let no diſgraceful Grief appear, 
Nor damp my Glory with a Tear : 

And ſpare the uſeleſs Honours of a Grave. 


ODEs, 


"The T8 8 | 


oDE 4; 
Nor Wealth e Fino he Pence nd Boles 


W. Sufben --fla-ah 


— and wondrous Triths unfold, 


The awful Kings o'er Nations Gray, | 
Their Subjects tremble and obe: 
The Kings themſelves are ruPd by Fove, 
Who broke the Giants Pride, and won 
Eternal Safety to his Throne, 

Aud by his be Ned doth all Things move, 


One ſtands more fai for Oltces 
„ 
ES 7" Whilſt 
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80 ODE I. Boox III. 


Diſturb d and robb d his troubled Soul of > 


He EROS enen 


Whilſt One his Manners, or bis Friend. 
Or his obfequious Train commends, 
And One in Fame is grener, or in Rod: | 


il Death doth firike at al 5 15 
| The hug ty Great and humble Small, 6 
She ſtrikes with an impanial Hand 3 
She ſhakes the vaſt capacious Urn, 22 
And each Man's Lot muſt take its tun; 3 
Thro' ev'ry Glaſs ſhe preſſes equal Sand: 


_ Whilſt Swords hung o'er proud [ods 
Not all the Tyrant's- 1 pleaſe; 
Not Muſick's Airs could calm his Breaſt : 
The black remembrance of his Faults, 
Still crowding back upon his Thoughts, 


But humble Quiet ne'er flies o Ws: 
The lowly Cotta Cottage of-the Po cl 
She * to —— ſhe loves "he Plains 
And cheers the Plowy- man loos d m Paik 


no 
TT; 


4 


; n, 9 


He that defires but what's « 

the force of Fate is 6 
— bo lems — 2 2 
Let iolne idkpeſs ges the Wooly, -- 
And 3  11v6>\- 11g 


Let Hail his rip ning Olives beat, 
Or let them ſhrink with too much Heat, 
ts bene Felder i Hope N Bart 


— . TOY F 9 * * . _ N 


ODE L Book II. on 


Os or too much Rain; 
C Froſt untimely nip his riling Crops. | 


Now till our ſtately Squares encres iſe, 8 * 


The Fiſh will find their Ocean leſs; 
M . nent ed obyan 1 
0 E why ure t before i 

But Fear, Akan ah ebe ak 7 bn 
And where the Maſter climbs, aſcend; 
They ſoon o'ertake his flying Mind: 
Born on by the ſame nimble Gales, 

They preſs the Poop vvhere -C er he fails, - 

. 


re reſtainz 

igi as mining S 1 
Can ne'er Apel Sir cloudy Cares; © 
Since all the Spices of the Eaſt 
Why ſhould T madly teil to raiſe 

On enyy'd o_— Palaces ? 
an | Delights my e 
Far lg Lands and more dituing Weak? 


8 ODE H. Boox III. 


ODE II. 
nab nal be bred in Wars and. nu. and 
| taught to be Religious. | 


ET vig'rous Boys be train'd to ber 
The ſtreights of Poverty in War z 
Be hardly bred, improve their Force, 
| And bravely gall the Parthian Horſe ; 
F rene EO ROT + 


And let him live and lie abroad, 
*Midſt Dangers, Slaughters, Fears, and Blood; 
Be toſt with all the Storms of Fate, 

And harden'd up to prop the State; 
His Country fave, and riſe into a God: 


Him from their walls, = kerce. 11 War, 
Let Tyrants Mothers view, and fear; 
And let their Brides deſpairing figh | 
Ah, may not my unskilful Spouſe 
That furious Lion madly rouſe, 8 
How fierce he drives, and how our wh, | 


- He nobly bleeds, he bravely des 

That falls his Country's Sacriſice; I” 

The flying Youth fwift Fate overtakes, - 

It Aries —— thro? their tremblj ng ky. 
And runs too faſt tor nimble Cowardi 


HE 
P57 


Virtue, unlearn'd to bear the baſe - 
And ſhameful baffle of Dilgrace, 
Nor takes nor quits the tott ring Throne, 
As fickle Crowds ſhall ſmile or frown ; 
Nor from their rav ring Breath receives the Place 15 
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True Virtue, that unbars the Sky - 
To thoſe that are too brave to die, 
Thro' wondrous Ways doth upward go, 
e ee md ee 
And with a ſoaring Wig All cougts enHige 


1 For And jul Rewnrdsthe Gods dc 


Nor He that bra. or Koſs is God, 


Or blabs his Myſteries abroad, 
Sal hve in the fame Houle, or fail with me 


Of: Fove doth hedlefs Thunder throw, 
And mix the Good and Bad below : 
But lame Revenge {till ſtalks behind, 
Do's ſlowly dog the guilty Mind, 


a A... 


4 Tk III 
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1. virtuous Man 3 Juno's Speech among 
P 
[By another Hand.] | 

E, who by Principle is way d, 

In Truth and Juſtice ſtill the ſame, 

| 1s neither-of the Crowd afraid, 9 
Net to e Treat Frown will Boop 


Nor to a raging Storm, when all the Winds are up. 


Should Nature with Convulſions ſhake, 
Struck with the fiery Bolts of Fove; 

The final Doom, and dreadful Crack, 

| Cannot his conſtant Courage move: 

By Arts like theſe, Alcides fam'd in Wars, 

Vas o o the Gods advanc d, and Polli to the Stars. 


Wich 


ODE m. Boes Il, 3 


„ ODE m Bees m 


With theſe Auguſtus, Heavenly Gueſt, 11 
Sits down, and puts the Nectar round: 
Theſe Arts brought Bacchus to the Feaſt, 
By Tygers drawyn, with Godhead crowntd; 
Theſe rats'd Quirinus to the bleſt;Abodes 3, 
- When Puno ſmiling thus beſpoke th aſſembled Gods. 


"if 0 

A foreign Dame aua niich ie „ 
Who by falſe Judgment urg d my Hh 

Gan dad u  þ 

ely Fate; 1 

n — — of n = 
Deny'd the Goddthein dues and. e 


I to Ine join A 2 

To cruſh that vile deteſted Race; 
Old Priam's Palace is no more, R 

And Helen's fair bewitching Face 3 
My Greeks are ſated with their * Blood, | 
; Tho' Heetor's Sword ſo long t their ee | 
Hints of de pour Ws ans) | 

At length the ten Years Toil is done 
Great Mars ny Anger ful e, 

And I accept his warlike Son: — 
Here Jet bim with:-Joapaortal Beings fte 4 
R TINY 


Lig 
- Whilſt he enjoys eternal Ease 
And Troy 's Jemoliſh'd Tow'rs | 
Are parted by the middle Seas 
From fair Tralias Shores, 
His exiłd Sons new Empires ſhall adorn, - 
So long as Flocks and Herds inſult old Priam's Urn. 
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ODE III. Book III. is 
There let the Cattle graze and breed, | 
pit Rome derbi) Tow'rs Mal cron. 
ey not from the-yanquiſh'd Made, 
ale Tm me Gay , 
Extend her Terrors and her Glory far, 
And thro? the ſubjet World her wrarlike Eagles bear. 


Where the Globe's better half divides, 
„„ 
u Mah Oven e e 
And leave to its firſt harmleſs Parent Eartb of 
The bright bewitching Oar, Anne 


Ayhere Nature's utmoſt Limits end, | 
Let Fame diſplay their high Renown, 
Wy = eee | 
The frozen Hes, and torrid Zone: 
whilſt Troy in deep eternal Ruins les, IEG 
let Rome's wafpicu Se 09 be Foundtons 8. 


Tis on theſe Toms P Empire finale: 
Should their ambitious forward . 
With Superſtitious wicked Hands, 
Rebuild that moſt deteſted Place, ” | 
once more it ſhould be ſack d, its Children bleed; 
Whilſt I, the Wite of Fove, my congq . 


- 


Should Phebus) . Al's 
Three times her haughty Towers K 
Troy ſhould three times unpity d fall 
By Grecian Arms, and kiſs the Ground; 
Three times the Matrons ſhould lament the Slain, 
Ard thrice her captive Sons endure the Victor's Chain: 


4 o 1,.# 
9 _ * 
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$% ODE IV. Boox WM. 


To the Mauſer achrowletin ier en. 


3 to the Pipe or — — -- 


5 Doves cover d me wk) 19 1 


Stay, Muſe! Fo whither would you ay? 
*Tis not for leſs lofty. Wing | 
To reach Fove's firm Decrecs, too high 
For you, an humble Maid, to fing : 
Do not the of the Gods debaſe, 


Nor nk tho arge Theme rt low wen tank 


ODE IV. 


Tees =y Make, compoſe 2 long, 
and a grateful Song; 988 

Or gently move Apollos Lute: e 
D'ye hear? or airy Frenzy cheat 
My Mind, well pleas d with the Deccit? 
1 ſeem to hear, I ſeem to-move © 
And wander thro? the happy Grove. 
Where ſmooth Springs flow, and murm'ring Beere * 
Do's wanton thro' the waving Trecs : 
In lofty Vwltwr's riſing Grounds, - 
Without my Nurſe Apulia's Bounds, : 
When young, and tir d with Sport and 238 
And bound with pleaſing Sleep 1 We n 


And with foft Murmurs ſweeten'd my | Repoſe: 
A Wonder this, and ſtrange to al, 
That liv'd in fat Ferent?s Vale; 
Arberont ia, Bantine 8 
Admir'd the Kindneſs of the Doves. 
*Pwas ſtrange that I, midſt thorny Brakes, 


Secure from Bears and creeping Snakes, 


Should lie ſo long; that Doves ſhould 


The facred Laurel round my Head, 


oDbE W. Book m, 87 


And 1 a Child be fafe ch Woods, 
Tube Care and Darling of the Gods: 
Yours, Muſes, yours, I live your Care 
| On Sabine Hills, or cold Proves Airs WOES 4 
Or wanton Mr kills ms into eaſe: | 
Becauſe your Springs, your Sp at Grove | 
ice all the ben of thy Love: 5 r 
When Brutus loſt Philippi's Field, 5 
. 
Tvas Sin to guard or to defend, 
By mortal Arms, the Muſes Friend: 
BY you, the proud: Sicilia Rock 
J brav d, ne ſcap'd the curſed Oak: 
N feeble Ship ſhall guide, 
FI travel theo the fartheſt Eaſt, 
Where never mortal Foot hath preſt; | eo 
- Britaiy's inhoſpitable Flood, e 
| Or Tiraciens Grdik With Hirt Blood, GY 
On Scythian Sands II Fold tread, = 
And ſtoutly ſee the quiver'd Mede: 
When Cæſar, great as all our Hopes, 
In Towns hath hid his weary Troops, 
You cheer his Soul, you ſoften Cares, 
And eaſe the harſh fat of Wars: 
You, Kind, inſtruct him how to live, i 
| Give good Advice, and joy to give | 
We know, we know how — Jove 
(Whoſe guiding Nod rules all above, 
Who governs, with an equal Hand, 
The raging Sea, 1 
Whoſe eaſy and almighty Sw 
The Gods, and Ghoſts, and all obey;) 
With Thunder ftrook bold Tran, down, e 


Re OO OE IEIND” 3 BY 
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88 ODE, IV. Book II. 
We know how impious Giants fell! 
From dimbing Heav'n' to deepeſt Hell: r 
That horrid Troop, thoſe impious Bands, 
Relying on their num rous Hande. 
Whilſt they on Mountains climb d on high 
Spread no ſmall Terror thro: MTs, 

And ſhady Pelian, rais'd above 


The high Olympus, frighted Fovez: - 
But how could brawny Mimas riſe, _. GP > 


How large Porphyrior's frightful fize ,; 
1 Againſt the Thunder of the Skies ?: 
1 How bold Typhexs aim a Stroak,, 
i How impious Encel dart his Oak? 
1 Too weak their force, and ſoon _— 
=__ By Virgin Pallas' ſounding Shield: 
Here Vulcan fought, a greedy Gd. 
On that fide Matron Juno ſtood; viv 
And Phoebus there, a dreadful Foe, e 
Still arm d with an unerring Bo? 5 hs 
Who loves to haunt the Lycian. Woods, | ng 
And in the pure Caſtalian Floods)... ky +" rags 
hs,” 


TY 
wat * * 
0 


i 


Waſh his looſe Locks; who 
ll And fills his Prieſts with pleaſing Fires, 
= - On Patara and Delos Fame 
Beſtows, and takes from bath a Name, | 


Raſh Force by its own weight muſt fl, Kh 
But pious Strength will till prevail; 
For ſuch the Gods aſſiſt, and bleſs, * 

But hate a mighty Wickedneſs. 

Proud Gyges proves this fatal Truth, 

And — Orion's lawleſs Youth, 

Een Virgin Pallas ſcarce could ſcape 

The luſtful fury of a Rape; | 

Till her Bow reach d him, whilſt he e 

+ Wikh fiercer Darts than thoſe of Love: 


Gay oo DJI.D,_ fwd ir. ft nd ©» coca a vo. ow crc. 


ODE V. Boot 


The Earth, on her own Moniter thrown, [app 
Now mourns the Ruin of her Son, e 
| She grievs tht her proud Children fell, 

By Thunder ſtrook, to deepeſt Hell: 

Nor do hot As OR Ony' 

Yet cannot eat the Load away: 

Hot iius Liver Vulturs tear, 

They watch as ſoon as Parts appear, 128 
And ſeize them ſtreight; the Boom was juſt, 
He's puniſht in the Seat of Luſt; 

Wrath waits on Sin eee guerre 
Frills bind in endl Pains, | 


OD 2 v. 25 Avevsrvs. 4 


prajing him for enlarging chair Bene, indiana: 
ing Craiſus's unn 3 


gulus. 


His Thundring 

With os bike Force, — 
And now as mighty Actions . 
tag Ceſar is a God below; : 

er Britiſh Shores our Empire's A. 

Our Arms hve reach the Faughty la,, W 
Could Craſſus Soldiers lead their Lives, 
So meanly yoakt to barb'rous Wives? 
Could they grow old (degenerate, Race. 
Inverted Souls, and Rome's Dilgrace I 

| In Hoſtile Arms, the Mede obey, - I Ei 7) 
And fight for a Barbarian's Pay in 20 G: 
Forget their Rites, their Name, and Blood, - 
Whilſt Fove was ſafe, and Rum yet ſtood 2 
Wiſe Regulus did this prevent, | 
He ſcorn d baſe Terms ea rden ſent, 
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„% ODE V. Boon m, 


Nor would he cer, by his Advice, 

Tempt future Age to Cowardice : 

He knew that Virtue's Crowns works Gul 
Unleſs the Captive Youth were made 


_ Unpity'd Preys to barb'rous Foes, 


And bore the Slavery they choſe. ' 

I ſaw, ſaid He, our Eagles thine, 

And baſcly fl a Punick Shrine,” 

With hanging Wings our Fears upbraid, 
By which they were ſo ſoon betrayd: 
I aw how coward Armies ſtood, 


And yield without a drop of Blood; 


I aw when they their Arms reſign d, 


Their ſlaviſn Hands drawn back behind; 


I faw our Freemen bound led home, 


Bound conquer d Citizens of Rome, 


Their Gates unbarr d, they ploughrd oat 


Which Roman Troops did lately ſpoil: 


Redeem'd perhaps, more free from Fear, . 


More fierce. they ſhall. return to War, 
A Re IT IR Non 
Wr | 
Wool once infected with a Stain, 

Neer takes its native White 

And when true Virtue falls, — va 

Preſt down, and never cares to riſe: 
If trembling Does, when freed from Snares, 
Will fight, then He'll his Fears; 
Then Hell be ſtout, who baſely choſs 

To truſt the of his Foes: 

lle, he, no doubt, will brave appear, 

And beat them in another War, 
Whoſe Arms could tamely bear the Cords 
And Whips of domineering Lords, 


| Who ſold his precious Liberty 
be Yor menner Life, and fear d to die: 


J a 


* * * 
2 a4 n 
* , 
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Reloly'd for Life, he did not know > tot 
o which he ſhould: his Safety owe, 
His Roman Courage or his Fear, 
And mixt diſhoneſt Peace and War; 
| Oh Shame! N rais d more bel 
on the Diſgrace e | 
His Wife's Te ſt Ki, prutling Boys, 
The former Partners of his Joys, 
Now grown a Slave, thrown down by Fats, 
And leflen'd from his former State, 
He ſhun'd; with manly 
On Earth he caſk his fiabbor Ey 
Whilſt thus, by-ſtrange Advice, he bought, 
And fix d the wav ring Senate's Vote; 
Then thro his weeping Friends he ran | 
In haſte, a baniſh'd Man : . 
What Cords and Wheels, what Racks and Chains; 
W The Barb'rous made he knew: 
had hetghrodn Fame told more than me; 
Yet he his Wife and Boys remov'd, 
His hindring Friends, and all he lov'd, 
And thro? the Crowd: he made his way, 
That wept, and beg d a longer Stay; 
And free, as if when Term was done, 
And Suits at end, he left the Town, 
Or did from Buſineſs and from Cares retreat 
To the mee | 


0.0}... 75 the ROMANS. 
. He inveighs againſt the corrupe Manners of his Ago; 


[By another Hand] 


Jhibappy Romans ? doom d to bear 
The load of your Forefathers Guiltz. 
Dur Slvines and Temples are rebuit: 


* ker aw, 2d 


— 
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You reign by bowing wo cke Oda CBuffibk; 
From this "Four Sate aroſe, on-this your Glory Nan, 


Your impious Land already wears 
The marks of Vengeance from on hig MN 
Feels the yet ſmarting Parthian Scars, | eig 
And bluſhes Witli ignable Dre; 
When from Moneſes Avis 52 Shi ns fled,” | 
And Rome's collected Spoits adorn'd: the Victor's Heal 


The Dacias and the Sunny Moor; C 
By Sea and Land, their Forces bent. 
At once to ſink the Roman Power n 
When Civil Rage the Empire rent; 
When, like a Deluge, Vice triumphant reign'd, 


e 


And reach d our Blood, and ane our Race; | 
A choufänd Wanton Airs dilpleys; a 
Train'd tothe Dune ber Wal ag Licads ſhe movey 
And fates Her valthing Spots e 


The Bride her laftful Rake hivites, d 

Before her Husband's 2 

She ſtays not for his drunken Fits, 

Nor in a. Corner taſtes the Io; 

But in her Cuckold's Preſence ſells 3 
And wee Galt ee audits =>. 

V Nang V1 Ar | [ams, 

was not from ſuch a motly Brood 

Thoſe better braver Romans came, 
Who dy'd the Punick Seas with Blood, 

And-:rais'd ſo high their: Country's Fame; 


"5 2322 K . , 4 
$ 
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By whom wditiochus and Pyrebus dyd. 

nd Hannibal was tam d. rata do 


But hardy Youths iniir'd to Toll 
Or fell the Wood, or till the Land, 
Or turn with heavy Spades the Soil, 
By a dread Mother's juſt N 
Nor ceas d their Work, Aut dovra Ge Wire hay 
vl rowl'd his ns 117 ſhut the chearful Day. 


» x07} 


AP nie 2 


Time zhervell alien m as Cage 
Each ca ane wich owe): 650 . 
Our Fathers bore an impious Race. 
And we ſhall have more wicked Sons: ; 
Impiety Kill gathers in its 'courſe : ar OE 
The preſent, THING ee the furme vin be 3 


O D˙E VII. 25 rl hy 


| He tells her that 1 aher Huckend fs onfliint, and ad. 
viſeth her to have 4 care her ſolliviving Neighbour. 
22033 51,7 711 . Cui 
Ap. hy does fair Aﬀiria mourn? 5 
| And hy deſpair of his Return? 
The firſt Spring i ſhall thy dear Bove reſtore, 
| Soft Gales ſhall wafe the charming Tous 
Of conſtant and unſnaken Trutz 
* wealthy Lang. to the Roman Shore: 


He's driren to a diſtant Coaſt, . . 

Whilſt Winter binds: che Floods with roi 5 

Sleep grows a Stranger to his Eyes: | 

He mourns in melancholly Creeks, KA 

Whilſt falling Tears freeze on his age am 
And . out the lingring Night with Sighs; 


While 


ODE VI Box III. 


* While ſome from cn en 20. more 
And draw him to another Lore; 
They tall how jnnhad in ale Sizes F 5 
The miſerable Maid expires, - OB; 
And uſe all Arts that treacherous Wit can frame: 


They tell 13 Phadrafs treach rous Tears 
Did urge believing Prætu, Fears, 
And veth yohar lſtful Heat he be. 
What Crimes the feign d to haſten on | 

be Death of chaſt Bellerophon, - 

And take ſharp Vengeance for her lighted Love: 


How near chaſt Poles yeach'd his Fate, 

And felt the force of Woman's, Hate, 

" Whilſt from Hyppolit? he fled ; N 

A thouſand Tales, thoſe Bawds to Vice, 
ſtill force on him, to entice 


* fight bim to a ! Bel: 


SR Re-5- TT  GERK ---. 


"Ya ww. in vain; r 


” * * p 


Than, Rocks, n 1 


. 
And ler not fond Exnipe's Art . 
Steal in, "ni you erer. 


Tbo none, with equal manly Force, 
In Mars his Field can guide his Horſe; _ 


Tho none appear 40 brave in um: e 


Tho none with equal Art divides 
The headlong force of Tiber's Tides, 


yen Ee a ws | | 


— 


— 


. 
WAY 


* 8 Ks 2 75 2 GY 
<a 2. 3 * 


ODE VII. Boon III CK 
Shut all your Doors at Evening's Shade, 
Nor, when you hear à Serenade, 

Look down with a reganding Eye: | 
Although he vows, and mourns his Pains, | 
And calls thee cruel, e e 5 
ee 
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Whew be iovites te un Pprer ainnent, — 
* ee ee on ney, Thee. 


HAT I, a Batchelor, intead, | gt 1 
My learned Lord, and noble Friend, 
In Mars Nis Chub you! admire $ EET 
What mean thoſe Flowers a my Head 
| The Coals on green-turf Altars laid. 
Where in dale enlers thankful Sweets expire: 


To * pleaſing Feaſts I rows, 

And a white Goat's attoning uk 2 

When I tad epd the Fa 

eee a Feaſt 
Casks; and claim the beſt, 


.es e ee e, 


Drink, drink, ke Ao Gps extend 1% bu 
The Life of thy deliver'd Friend, | 
Cups large as thy extenſive Joys: 

Let watching Tapers chaſe the Night, 

Till riſing Morn reſtore the Light; 

1 Vit m,n ee, 


Forget, adde ry public Cates, rl 
And take no thought for State-Afﬀairs,  _ 
W — 
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96 ODE IX. Boox Wb 
The Medes nowy hate their former Lord — 


They fight, nor yet expect our — 
But ſadly —_— for-zai! mn Prarie 


e 
Our ancient Foe, whe; Pride of 3 
The fierce e e tha tahoine 
Tho' late, at laſt he's forc'd to 5 © 
The. Barthians flys sert b 
Their Arrows break, unſtring 
And are reſolꝰ d to gon the fan Hes 
TS AI NTT SIE 10 1 
Neglect the various Turns of State, « 
The Sports of Charice, or Nods of Fate. 
Grown private watch not o'er Ai; 4 
But Smile, and eagerly receir Das = 
tbr The Goods the preſent. Time gan give; 


"OP 


And leave 2 eg , nt Fatigue of C... * 
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In hach no hepwigr Yout SY OY 
And full of more prevailing Charms WEE rr 1 
Threw round your Neck his dearer ume 
I flouriſh'd richer, and more bleſt 


Than the gen ee the Bak 


| Whilſt all thy a wi Ln. 

Nor Lydia Ka to Chloz yield; 8 F Foy 2 9.317 _ r 
(Lydia, the celebrated: Name, h 
- The only:Thene 66 Vent and Fan) 


ODE K&N BOOK mk. 


gouriſſrd more than the fenowuW d. = 
Whoſe Godlike Son our Rowe did found. 558 


17 
ba einn 223 0 is of I 
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now, wh ry Muſe M | 
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O74 Jiao 2 1 D 4. 214 537 526.7 bak : 
e lovely Calais doth fire e 
2 Flames of fierce 8. nhl 

or whom I twice would die, to fare 
eee us om the Grave. we 95 4 
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Vhat, if our former Loves return, IP : 


nd our firſt Fires again ſhould bu N 
e eee 2 * ; * 
« the lk TONE e ane 
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e D E . wot out” | - A 
ub Lycs that, e 


Di Lyce drink cold Danis Flood, ; 
A hian's Bride that fed on Blood, _ 8 
et would you grieve to ſee the kind, =» 4 


— WR 


ODE X. B OR HE: 3 
The conſtant Horage, graſp the Noe 
d by thy ctuel Door, [14 ditto: 5 Joe 15 
Expos d to th fury of the native Wind. N 
„ EWR -- 
How all r 
— — pkaſin mer + n 
With what ſevere. {5 b 
The Moon and Stars now 285 Nn 


And glaze the ſcatter d Sow wk hoary Froſt? 


hy e. a, Pride and Feorn, remove, . 0 * 
ME Pagen H bay . : | 
No Scythian —_ ht 5 

That ardent Lovers t Rus 0 ſhould burn in in ain, 


If all my Prayers aud Cited are 
Nor Violet . of my S 

The Lover's Livery, can Soy Fo 

If that thy Husband ſcorps thy rk 
And takes a Songſtreſs to his Arms, 
Can ne er provoke” thee to wg 1 1 25 


O Riff as ul to w 115 þ »teal 4 A0 

Too hard to burn in Hy fe F 

As fierce as Snakes on 2 are 5 ; 

Tho now m y Patient Sila can bear 

Thy Door, che: Rain, and þ iercing Ar, 
Wer tithe nay dome Wh v nd more. 
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| From ſeven fetch Strings the ſcrvereſt . 


Lyde, e "the _—_ fo 1 8 


GVEET Mercury (for tage by you | Hex DH. '- 4 
The liſt ning Stones Amp drew) * 3 = 
And pleaſing el, well ckilld to raiſe By 


\ 


Once mute, but nave i& Friend to Feaſts, - 
To cheer the Gods; und Hub dien Out, | 
Phy Tunes, as may. Career road * oY 5 „ | 
Ev'n Lyde's coy denying Ear. wa ot ” 1 
She, like a Colt, frisks — 7 | 
A Rider hates, nor-takes the Rein; „ Ens 
Unable yet to bear the Force 15 2 L. LET che 
And Strength of _— obliging Horſe: 28717] JIE * b 
You S, you lüſtaing e yon 23 908 
ES | fg l ee 
EVn Cerberus thy Fores confeſt, 09. mi . M 1 
ell-pleas'd he lay; and tulfd in Reſt; Dit pang Tee : 
bo thouand hiſſing Serpents ſpread | 266 
id Goro foam d round Bs ee . 
im Tris ene 
nll bur eh een Bron: 6 dw oc, © at 3 
e 
fol baut Race det Why by, 802 £4 1 | 
Whilſt thy Harmonious Tunes did NA. A 
They nid at their unuſia Eaſe; _ 252 | 
degin ſweet Lays, let Lyde hear } 
hat Crimes they did, Sis they: have: - 
a gs ce for le Fs . 
pat 5 * ile Tops " 
"we E 2 How 
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F 8 | 7 
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How Vengeance comes, tho moving flow, 
And ſtrikes the Souls bee, 
They could (could Hell contrive a blacker Deed!) 
Their Husbands flab, and ſmile to ſee them bleed? 
But one more worthy e ee 4. 
Ihe hops and cad of bales irgin's on 
Her perjur'd Father bravely: diſobey d, 
And lives thro future Age a glorious Maid: | 
With Love and Pity in her Lok, 
She wake d her Spouſe, and tha he hots, 
Fly, fly, leſt Fate ſhould.ſeize thy Breath, 
And Sleep be. e e end 
Fly, fly, thy unexpected Fate, d ef! 
My Siſters Rage, and Father's Hate, | 
Like Lioneſſes on a Steer r 
They grin, and tear, ah mel ED” n | 
More tender I'll not ſtrike the-Blbw © = £2 
r . 
Me let my Father load . 
Join Wit and Cruelty in 
Me let him ſend to * N 
*Midſt poys nous Snakes, "and Gray > Moors, oi 
For faving you, I'd gladly. bear, n 
Nor ſhow I'm Woman by \ Tur: fant Is /> . | 
Fly, fly, dear Partner of my: Bed. 
Whilſt Night can hide, and Venus led, 4. 
2 Pl happy Omene vhs: bh. 
e thro gloomy ka,. 
Remember me, and o'er my Grave 
| e * 
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He congratulates Neobule's 22 . . lov'd à de 


2 „ 
# 7 F 1 
. 


Hg 


18 1 rnd 4 8 prove — 
The ſoft Delights: of pleatrng! Loves 
"Tis hard to be deny'd'to play, IT: 
| And with ſweet Wines waſh Carts away; 
Still to be toſt with doubting Fear, EO 
Leſt angry Friends ſhould prove ſevere, 
And with ſhayp;Chidings wound Gur Ear: 
Young wanton 2 Darts and Bow 
Have forc'd. the 8 from thee 1 ROW 
Thy Wool, and all Minerva's ; Toils: | 


Rene © ee marks, 
would ſtrive in van 
To guide with ſo genteel a Rein: 
n 
ſtout, and Foie in Rave, 
Wien rs Ro Be Dh Plz. 
In ſwimming ſtrong; he! takes the Wood, 
Thro Plains purſues the aeg Don, | - 
And ſhoots with an >Bow ]-; 
Or elſe for Boars his Toils he ſets, 8 
And takes them Foarning in his Ne. 
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dan D Am 
eee, 


— Sing Spring, more 5.25 than Glaſs, ; 
That bubbles tho the riſing Gras: 
.< Thee Wine ſhould ſweeten, e 
47 now a wanton Ridgli 4 80 
His ang Blood fall pain dene, ; ti 
: $3 rex 4] 
- < With e e bo days wo ghts ea bob 
Huis Fury haſtens to Delights ot 1 2 "oY 
| Courage with: Love tagether grows : 0% 
1 6 In vain, in vain ; his wanton Blood ws 
wy Shall ſurely ſtain thy cooker Flood. | 
1 . Aad pa the mighty Daly E. Maker vs; 
cut 368 nion I 1185 0 ** 
The furious Dog- -Star's burning Bene. t Gh 
In vain attempt thy lising Streams, 
79 vain they ſtrike thy. Geared _ - 05 los F, 
Vou yield delightful liquid Snowy o of 
= To Oxen wearied with: the Fl. ic 
And cool the thirſty-Hleat ä 
„aon Jan enn £ 
_ You ranks bal be ada noble Springs, 
And high in Fame ; white Horare fangs,” 
| The ſhady Beech that rikmg grows, 
= Where, by gent puns Trent Brook. 
1 A Paſſage opens thro the Rock... 
1 And whence thy prattling Stream of Water flows. 
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pn 'D _ XIV. £3 3 5 A * 
toes to Be N 
He reſo nern at Caſar's Retry, 0e 


(a who-like eile, Rome, © or Hav 
Did march to bting the bens F kb 
Bought with his Death, from ate pin N 
1 now m ns angel 5 


Let CeſAr's. Queen, with One content, | 
With pious Thanks juſt Gods prfent 5 | 
His Siſter tOO, as bright in 3 N LOH 4 8 
And great as Ceſar i mn min gig "34, 11 =>] = 

eg [es 5 ©, 15 vi too) 
And you, dba tn 1; Paths lere, ak 2007 
ith bumble Modeſty deren 


Ye ſmiling Maids, ye Girls en Be CTR 00: 130 e 
And you, —— Jak”. * 1. 
With Mirth ſalute aur ring ee N 
4 drop one inauſpicious-! r * . 14 
ks 4 127 * ; E £62 f 3 4 £14 2 

This Day, to me 1 | _ it 
| Black. Cares fall dane rom my had. iT 
Il fear no Tumults, fear no Pains,” ru#s 148514 
Nor violent Death, : cn aa, A bitk. 
1g en Ion 12. t 

Boy, bring me * nee tf i. 
And bring, — 8 00H ean49 3 
If any Cask could hidden dye 51 oc I 70! 
From wondring Sparrooss Sls Eye: | Ld 2.4 WA 9 T 


Bid ſweet Neera foread r 4 hk 
And haſte to fly ĩnto my Arms: a N art 13 494 
But, if the .curſed Porter ay, 8 45 10 „ 1 01 
_— ask thee. Queſtions, come away : | 0 

he | E 4 Now 


4 


Now Gy Time hath cool'd rat r. 

I am not eager to engage; 

But yet 1 know: when I was want. EIS 

To ſtorm at ſuch a rude Affront, yo 

Whilſt Youth was warns ; but Love is cd, | 
And * n. an MMF: 792; N 20 Moe: & / 


1 Fit ODE XV. 
. u abth an old ian tobe . 


Tho Wife of / Ben, FS Poor, - 701 Tt 
Ferbear, and toy in Love no more. 

Confine thy Luſt and end thy Shame, 

Nor ſtrive to blaze with dying Flame: ray bob 

Non n 6 REES? MW 

Now thou art ſtepping down below : 

Sport not amongſt the blooming Mads 

But think on Ghoſts, . EN ben 


What ſuits with Pholo i in her A Arat r 
Gray Ohloris, vill not thee become, * 0 
A Bed is different from a Tomb : ; | 
Thy Daughter, with a better Grace; 


Tho Wrinkles plough her wither'd "Toy 8 
Might burn, and rage, - pe 4-24 
And waſte the Relicks of her Hours 5: 
Let Nothus' Love force her to 1 8 

Like wanton Kids ich heat of a, e 
Lucerian Wool with Purple ſtain d, 817 3 n 8 | 
Not Harps, become thy wither'd Fan, | 


The purple roſy Crowns diſgrace” ©; + 55 | 
"The earthy Paleneſs of thy Face; 3 
Andi drink until the Hogſhead's de,, 
Then fuck the Dregs, no Blood wid iy / I 
W ee rde hy nr. ? 


n 


ov. 
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ODE WI 


"DEE 175 15 


Tower of Gates and ec, | 
Amon 


From creeping. Night Adulterexs,, 
That Gogh impriſon d Dana#'s il, . OT 
Might have ſecur'd one Maiden-Head 5 
| And freed the old Aerjins from his Fears : 


But Foue and Venus, ſoon hetray's | 
The jealous Guardian of od 
They. knew” hs yas — hal; 
To evi Hand and eve Eye, | 
2 Seen 


*. 3 4 


Gold loves to break through Gates fol 
It is the TREO of Wars; — - 
TR the a 8 by 
And made OE to tang 


| When Engines, EE II py 
The ln | 
Gold Philips Rival Kings o'erthrew ; 
Rough Sea-men, . ſtubborn as the Flood 
parry horas ee M 


Care nin attends dee Store, 
And 


ves ODE AI look A, 
| How juſtly was thy Friend afraid 
To raiſe his tad c 3 — 
And ſonr to lofty, and to envy'd Heights ? 


Thoſe that 8 and themſelves deny, * 
Receive mere from the 8 18 


1 love a mean and ſafe Retreat; S 

And naked now with tal bee 13 

To Humbl "Toſs Who nought delve 5 1 
And joy to e ONed. fo aw 


$$] "2477 5 


In my ſcorn'd Farm a greater Lord - 
| EL Marne" © oo 
With all ſtout {palin © e 
Than' 1071 Pucrolus ran xs VELA yer 
pb po - Bern Nr 


Wilk 1 was, poor artidſh as 1 


A 8 pp Hy 5 
a ee and caſe my Love 
| dy Farm thu 80: ce 7 Hopes 
| . © pan en 
Than he that boaſts His fri ras hp 


CER 


Proc} w»wmwmAow=Hll a my tec co 


No Wines by rich Campania r 

In my ignoble Casks ferment 3 | 

* No Flacks ih Ge Ping a les 5 
hi Yet I am free from pinching Want, 

| And beg dT more, wy Lo wo gn 

= And to my Wiſhes equal my Eſtate: 


[| FE ; But now rage Bile; ind ire Bare blk 
jj | | Than if „ 


N / 


— 


> 22 


# 
21 
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ODE XVI, Boon II top. 
He, that asks much, muſt ſtill want more ; 


Happy to whom indulgent. Hear m 
ough, and ſparingly hath giv'n, 


eee 7 
op un 


He adviſes his noble Hicks has Labs: a0- 11 
LTD... er mere „ nell 3 7 11 

| Moti 27 I i 201 W ry mo} 2 
Gee Lets ſprung; dr 50 ; 

As noble a Deſcent," 8 % N n 
(From him, the Spring, thy. gen nous Blood aA 
In undiſturbed S f 0 * 12 
From him the Lamias took their Nba! >: ASI AIT 
And fwell the Annals of our Fatney”* | 7» © 71077 
Thy gen'rous' Blodd-row?d nobly dow" © N * 
From him that "fil? the Nrmiam Thr Une: 
Where ſwoln With Nai feilt La, fas 7 fn; 117 
| And waſhes fair Mazita's Shres 

A potent Scepter gar his Hand 91 Ser d 
And meaſur d out a wide Command.) 

To-morrow furiou Winds Halli ſpread | 
The troubled Shore with uſeleſs. Weed, 

And fill the- Woods With Jetter d Leaves} Tod 
Unleſs the cawing Crow deceives, 5 
The Crow that ſtill foretells a RAin yo! 
And Storm, and. never Cle ive: WON = 
Now Pile' thy Weod, whilſt forind and e 
To- morrow Morn a Pig hall die, 
And Wine ſhall cheer thy Slaves and the,, 
From Country Teil, and Buſineſs free, | 
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a, mae and tdi be 2 
JAUNTUS, 9925 aeg urſues, | 


Rain. thy Grove, \ AA ran a 
f Love, | 


Defend my Ficlds, * of om IE 

Def wy Fils a Nd. eh 10 
Oer graſſy Plains the wanton, Flocks., . 
The Village with their ide Or... 4 tt 


Sport Oer the Fields, all finely dreſt 111 245 
When cold December ch reſtore. 


The Wood to thee ſpreads raſtick- Boughs, . 
The Ditcher, with his country Ae $45 
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n a Fries, who ws ws a. 


| Who for his Country bravely ws 
You ſeek with mighty Pain 
Theſe are the idle been thy Brain, 


O Kae eee eee N 
And tell what mighty Kin he had abore; 
You all the Trojan Wars can write, 
But never mind what Wine will coſt, 
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18 hoary Froſt. 
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A Glaſs! come, fill me to the riſing Moon. 
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He that th, uneven Muſes loves, 
With three times three his Heat 
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The ſober Grace with'th*-naked two 
Afraid of -Brawls. but Three allo r-, * 1) 
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TH e Ter 2 neck hp gh; 
I muſt de Mad, what means the Flute? 
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Why hangs the Pipe and filent Lute > _ 


I hate a, Niggard, quickly fpread 
The ſweeteſt Roſes 0 d; 
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round my Head 
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ODE XX. 1 6 
He Near e, ge. 
Dor. ſe e eee and 
pious Duty to thy W 
"Tis hard to 0b i Ty rels of her Lung 
Ah bafled, 1 8. e on ee 
And, midſt ne of a e 


When the, with Fury rai rais'd, ſhall move 
Thro' throngs- of Youth that offer Love, 
And ſtrive to-win her Heart; to ſeize — 3 
Then ſhall-we ſee-who- wins: the Day, 
| And who hall: mene, 
P greateſt pate? 


Whilſt you your Winged Arrows - —— Aa 

She whets her Teeth, and ſpreads her Pay; 
Whilſt he, that muſt beſtow the Prize. 
Sits unconcern'd wit th gloting Eyes 1 


11 1 


On all around his amerous Glances fpread, - 
is perfum d, looſe and wanton. Fs air 3 
Permitting to the waving Ar. of a 
As ſweet as Nirthc, or as Ganpmed. ok ont, 96s 7 
- OD E XXI. 


He promi heb Cin according to his ave ire, to enter- 
tain him with Bis beſt old Wins and takes * 


? N 4 fo fing its — 872 
[By wiede. Hand] 


"OV, my good Cask, are of © Dato 
With Conſul, Manlius and with me 
| Prodiice your Charge, whate er it e. 
Or Love, or Strife, or loud Debate, 
Or gentle Sleep, or Wit ſerenely free. 
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ODE EXI!B SOX 
On ſuch a Day, for ſuch a Friend, 


With Majick| Jule bur Souls refine ; 
Whatever Bacchus may deſign, 


| Corvings bide-the Stream deſcend 3: 
| Corvinus loves to mix Philoſophy — wie. 


3 
Wine kept old ——— i 55 be 
This whets-the/Dull; und Wit/infpixes 3 287 70:1 1 


The Grave with fyrightly Vigous pres. 
And, by a never- failing Ch, 1. H 10 
Unlocks the Mind, and all its' gay Defires. 
TRA hey 0 Woh 224113397 
Wine with beth Hibpe the Comand chem z. 7 
Revives the Wretched: and Undone, 1 bs 
And makes che Slave his Lud difawen-: 
What Wretely, when arm'd by Baut, "ts 
To meet a Nr un — torn? 
: 18 W mp n 20 fe) wh 
Let Venus, and de God of Wine, Tis =" 1 
And every Grace, e firictly chaſt, 
Come, if they pleaſe, and crovn the Feaſt 
Our Torckies/and our Souls ſhall ſnine, 
"Til we cities the Sau eines fm the kid. 


EST TD get: 


0D E XX. 
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Keegan Gre. 
Who: thrice implor d doſt hear, and fave 
The: teeming Women from the Grave, 
4 cen here-on nine een Above: \ 
x 1 — that. long loch food 
Jo ſhade my Houſe; as Years roul N pn 
A Bore, that aims a fide-ways: wound, 
hl Ye ain the Trunk with offer Blood. Wa 
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Is not the welcom'ſt T | | IF 
They're ware delighted with the al} xpence 
Of . m ele l 
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Let ruftick Phydil 
At ach new Moon an nb Pays bo 


© am 


2 
* ſhiv'ring Agues of the dying. v. hy 


The Sacrifice A e een I 
A . ee. 
Midſt fruitful Oaks a pamper d _ 
Shall ſtain the Axes — 
But why ſhould you : 
With laughter d s be to bribe ite ng | 
Since Myrtle Cfowns, and from the neighbouring Flood 
Few ſprinkled Drops ſhall pleaſe the Gd 
More than whole Rivers of their offer d Blood ? 
If, with an unpolluted Hand. 
- Which neither Blood nor wicked Arts Have dan 
A little Meal and Salt you bring, f 


*T'will prove a more prev Offering 
Ten gee oe eee 


1 * XXIV: Bios en. 


3 ting Dy: 56d; 


0 E , 153 2 If 15 
5 Mn T3 4 OW. $ 
' Nothing can 3 r 
| CRE" all Ruil. mid al 
pd 1% pi nete de 5 A 
Dt LI; 1322261 ; 
Fai had al the Spice and 
4 nn hold; 
The; you extend your Palaces  - 
Oer the Tyrrhene, and Pontick Seas; 
When | oe Neceflity NN LS | 
al fx her Adamnntine Hooks on thee, 
When the ſhall-dragy away 
The trembling” melancholy, Frey, „e by 
Not all thy Wealth ſhall are 
[Thy een ort hody from the Oe, 
Happier tis aeanchbak eahithe live, 
| ho al their il ep So ag In” | 
Wbere no unequal'Bounds I 20% 975 5 u 
Do parcel out the Land im pries Grounds, :- | 
The Corn grows freely for the — 
And when one Tear their Fields they 22122 
They fit at Eaſe, whilſt others Toll 
Wem een + 
; St. 41% 9} 
There all the Cups, , the ples Hants . 
To unſulpeing Heirs) are innocent 
No Wife confiding on her Dow'r, 8 
Or rich Gallant, uſürps her Husband's Pow'* 3. 
None there a lawleſs Sway pretends, ' - 
Her Portion is the Virtue of her Friends, 
And cautious M 1 
| That cloſer. draws the artige Tie, 
Ny four to ti, yoo ing doom'd to die. 
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14 ODE XXIVI Book III. 
He that would prize his ene ty Good, 
And ſtop the OY NE OY Wood 
Ho that would ſt aſs as fx'd as Fate, | 
Be mamd the Father of * N tees nal 
A glorious Man in future Age? 
Since envious we deſpiſe 
Virtue when. preſent, when it flies |. | 


Vice — yields: to Pain, | 7 ; 


. chey-wicee nada; 
Unleſs. our Manners and the Rules agree ! 
ATIVE IA W. 1 
The Merchants date to nin if 
Where Beams till boi che Mea] in th Min, | 
Nor ein the frigid Coaſt 169 & 
That bes bound up with lazy Froſt, 
Nor alk the rn. 
In feeble to 
101 al Sis the higheſt Tide, 
C nc vn IO | 
For Poverty, that great Dilgrace, ty 01 
Still drives them n che vicioug Race ; 
Whilſt Virtdes 'Paths, ther lad on high, 
Few think it wonh ther while to ben the an. 
+5 $3 87% 
To Jobe great Shrine let Romans ng 
. CE *- 54-3297 bj 
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2 W 
Wealth, md near Hell, when here on o Earth | 
r a ee 
1 
If we repent, ant bat the Co 
ION. 
We muſt root gut che very gceds of; Sn 10 
And plant new. Virtue in; ” bo 
rde Soil is loft, d ee en Cas, 
And wanly Arts, may bear 
Af Crops Virtue may F 

| a wk a vd Erst reward dg nile, Fl. 

Our Nobles Sons aich an 
Now ſcarce-can 

They hate the Ning, nor 

But Cards, unkwful Dice. 
And all che myſteries ſteries af Vice - , 

That Greece e er taught, or Ram improw d they ne 
For theſe „ farego 5 ;; 
Theſe are their Arts, their chief Delights, 7 ; 

e and ray e der Nights 

a3 

ow ey in eſſion, and Decet; 

To ther ht Freds this Outs e 
Whilſt, at che vaſt Expence . | 
Of Honeſty and Innocence, > 3 
„e Was fr i many It. 
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WE ae got what, 
Still they do ſomethin 
Which neither Pains * e in: Her a pa 
To fwell their narrow to f Full Efbe. 


F 356-1! 


ODE XxV. To Bacenvs. 9 


4 Baches 1 Bled 
e ee thing of Cale, 4 oh 


22070) 24,5 ch 
1 9 1 b 9610 tin 
G2 is of 'Wine, tri Pow, - 
1 0 
Nene en D N 
maske with 4 Rage dier beer? | 
_ Whither, whither muſt I rove? ch 
To what wild Cave, what diſtant: Geber 
- Where ſing of Ceſar's high Renown, . 
His dert Glo „ ftarry Crown?" Andr 
How, With af r 5a 
bee, e de Five, > 
eee e > 
VUntouch d by any other M 
| See! ſe! on hoe e eee : 
The Bacchanal diſtracted ftrays; ar b 
Whilſt all the God her Frenzy does infuſe; 
How wild ſhe looks! how ſwiftly ſhe fury 
Hebrus, and Rhodope, and Thrace! 
Thus mad, thus wild, 
5 Woods and Shores I'd pa, 
With Rage and Wonder filld. © 
God of the Virgin frantic Trin: 
Who Hands the thrilling Jav lim throw :- 
I T ſcorn what's human, mean and low, 
Nor will attempt a Mortal Strain; — 


ODE xXXVI. #66 1 U. 117 


Ern XX I GO 


I To follow ſycha God as.yowi e 
Who on your God-like Þ, w [the cluſter dGwlnd wear, 


| ODE, XXVI. 
x bing grown oll be bids feu 8 


ingo 8 WL * 77 4182 a 


NCE I was y, and in Chirms/ © 2 
O ieee 
In Venus Battels bravely ſtout, 

1 fought, 5 When I fought: 
But now my Arms and wanton Lyre, 
Whoſe Tunes could ſpread Harmonious Te 
Whoſe py Shin eee 
Soft Wiſhes to the tender Heart, 
My Torches, Leavers, Darts and Bows, '- 
That broke d eee eee N 
That did all Obſtacles remove e 
Which hinder'd my purſuit of Love, vent . £410 
In venus Shrine unheeded lie, | 
With all my Love's Artillery: ann 
Great Goddeſs, "who ger Ops age, 118 
And ſcorching Memphis burning „ 9 _ 
Le: OO Inn Je it od 
The fury of thy 5 Bow; 
And let her fmart r her ichn 244-40, 18188 
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ODE XXVII. 7˙ GALATEA., 
He. keene, e eng fo 2 by wht 2 
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L Salute eee Ways "Pn | 
Let Foxes, as they paſaſalong. 85 5 N ; '\ 
And Wolves accoſt them. big wich bog, 7 
| Jo! yiored ©, Ft bf 

5 Lb as Geift 2s Arb, ah. 

The Road, and make their Horſes ſtart : 

But you no Guilt, no Dunger — - 
why ſhould L be concern to van 


A + = TE33 ©: 
8 4 Abr. 2 26 5 £1 c YI K 
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Pl — See the Kaſtem Skies 1 | 2g 
The Crow, e er to che Fennt he flies 


| ee ee 
3: „enn 


1 May Galarea happy be, D air n of 
An Ly RC oo e Eur 
Bode ill Suede hee der you gab) | > > 
ry Aen. 2 N 13 © * 1 At 
But ſee! Oriow's ning stur. 2 70 3 2873: 5 3. F 2 
Portends a Tempeſt near; ch SU] 
2 Too well the raging Seas I know, 
And what the adverſe Winds can do. 


May thoſe U hate aſcend their Skip 
Wen Southern Blaſts infeſt the Deep, 


= 


"4 


| Where am 1 ? r and ndevet Den be dt 
And can a ſin gle Death attone /_ Som Hen "111 7? | 
The loſs of Honour ad of Shaw? Aeon 


on „ohh ax 
when on the Bull Zeropo rode, OI via + oct 
Not knowing that ſhe preſt a God 3 T or 
Breathleſs ang, pale tie on" 1 wel 


| The Main, — Montr pi, Pp '% 


* new Gerlaade Sage my Had; 


No all the Scene that g bc art Win 
Is boundleſs Seas, and a Sies. PD * LU 


Arriv'd u pon the Cretan. Coaſt. 7 LD - dean, ear? 10 
Whoſe 3 a hundred Cities boaſt, T1 f bak 


Mad with Deſpaix, 1 re 1 2 * 
My Father, and my Virwe cao x; HM 0 705 cond 


Or am I pure, and eee 8155 1 10 


Is it a vain "Defaſion E Better ati lt tors 


From Hell, and I ſtill wo Fara 9 . ** 1 


Could! the ee eee, m_y 


To ſwim upon enen Backe? : T- - ep 


Had I that Bull che Moment ber 775 9 CY A e 4 
His Fleſh I could to pieces bear, 20 0. 12379 2. 
And break his Horns: by. Rage inh. 20H lr 


And * the Form L once adtnir d. een, F 


Thus from my Father's Realms 1 _—_— 
Dare to do ill, but dare not die! © RE. 


Hear me, ſome kind propitious Pow'r, 


Let ſome wild Beaſt this Wretch devour. 


400 
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Expoſe my lively Form 2 prey eis [hs 14251 fro ln 
- To Tygers, 25 they range this way, „ eee 2H 
e eee _—_ 
Ere they have ind ther Jaws with Blood... ' i 


Make haſte to die, unhappy: Made! 
Thy Father will thy Crimes upbraid; 5 A 
This Girdle cody poor try he TE. 1 4 15 1 


Or Sem the M aki „ wr 
And in the raging. Ocean drown; © E 25 
Yourſelf from Shame and Give: 1 he 
How can a Princeſs be a Slave? | > 20 


Venus and Cupid, 28 the Dame en what 
Thus mourn d, to her Aſſiſtance came; s £55 bl 
The Boy his Bow unbent; 3 3011109 ee 
en ene ; 00} 


Then thus at Ad, 1 Fond' Maid! Mt be 4 
Thy Rage, and give" thy Paſſion o'er; - M1 36s 2 to 
This hated Bull i by in thy Power, £05 3 8 NOVI 071" 


thy ho ad think of Ley" I 
the Wife of 107 Deus EE 1 11 


— 
— 


Y 
v5 
— 
7 


ODE XXVIE. 
2 Lyde, on Neprune' Feſtival. 


HAT ſhould 1 do at Nenne Pu: 1; 5. 
What better ſhould my Thoughts employ, 

What ſhould I do but treat my Gueſt, _ 

And ſhown: the Greatneſs of my Joy? 

Wine, Lade, Wine; ſcorn ſober Senſe, - 


My Bow! | is ſtrong, and that will make a weak defence, 


Dot ſee how half che Day is paſt? | 


| And yet, as if wing'd. Time would ſtay, 
| You ſtill the precious Minutes waſte; 


And lead me on with flow. delay. 
Wine, Lyde, Wine; to raiſe my Flame, 
Nd luſty Wine, and feal'd. with Bibuls's Name, 1 


Ill ſing great Neptune bound by Rocks, 
Ill ſing the Nereids Sea-green Hair; 
And how they ſit, and ſpread their Locks 
To tempt the greedy Mariner: 

Vou to your Harp Latona ſing, 


. Arrows ſhot from in uneniag Strg 


Both hee Whg gem men ag Dom 


| To Paphos guides with filken Strings, 


While Cupids wait, and wanton Loves 
Fan their warm Mother with their Wings: 
Juſt Songs and Thanks ſhall praiſe the Night, 


fy GER ace for gay Delight 2 


* l * 2 
2 r b 0 "Ty a! 
£4 i wi 4 9 > $ 5 1 1 94 * 
gras 1 
PO Leben 0 ihe 
5 err 
enn 9. F 2D E 


* 


122 ODEXXIX. Baox II. 


ODE XXIX. 
He invites Meczxnas 20 an Entertginnaent. 


Y noble Lord of Royal Blood, | 

That from the Been, Monarchs flowed, 
1 hare e ; 

My Garlands wreath'd, ray Crowns aro mad, 
My Roſes pluck'd to grace thy Headz; 
As fair and fweet as cer N here. 4 A 


Make haſte, my Lord, and break away - 
From all the Shackles of delay, 
Fiom watry Tibwr's Fields retreat: 
Let not low Æſula delight, 

Nor kt her Vales detain thy Sight, | 


es a2. 


From thy di : |, SEE 
Thy Palace leave, --maqunts on high, 
And hides her Head in bending Clouds; 
Admire no more (but quickly come) + 


The Wealth, the Naiſe, and Smaak as 


een Manſion of our future Gods. 


Changes have often pisse d the Great, | 
And in a Cell a homely Tre; 
But ſweet and good, and cleanly droſty 
Tho' no rich Hangings grace the Rooms, | 


Or Purple wrought-in Dian Looms, 


Have ſmootiid a careful Brew, and . 


The Dog's and Lion's fury riſe, 
With doubled Beams they ſcorch the skies; 5 
The Swains retire to mid-day Dams; 


S FER TT rw ma 
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The bleating Flocks avoid the Hear, 1 
And to the 1 e 209% 9 
nnen Ns Shin, 4 þ 
1 - Heir hart 3 
What leads the quiver'd Neben forth, e er 1 
What — — aud che Norrh; Iz 
; Future Events wild Providence rfl 
Hath hid in Night from humane Senſe, = 
To narrow bounds: our Search conſin d 4 
And hogks $0" SERIE UP 8 vi | { 
To fathom deep Eternity 2 [ 
With the ſhort Line and Plummer of their Mind. 
Take — ata and Ty ; ; ; A 
All other things like Rivers flow, ' T7 1 
| u der own Channels thro! the Phin, - _ 


Are fill d, — veith the Sound, - 
They whim cans Mackie e 
ul drown the growing Labours of the Plow. | 


He's s Maſter of kimſelf alone, 
pub BN He lives, that makes each Day his own: 
Breil. He lives that can diſtinctly fay 


t is enough, for I have liv'd to Day: 
Let Jove to-morrow ſmiling riſe, 
Or let dark Clouds ſpread oer the Skies: 
F 2 


124 ODExXXIX. — 


He cannot make the Pleaſures void, : 
Nor ——ů—ů = 
Nor call that back which winged Hours we 8 any 


Still Forrune plays at faſt and looſe, | 

And ſtill maliciouſly jocoſe, . 

Her cruel Sport ſhe urges on; 

Now {ſmiles on me, on me beſlows, 

And then upon another throws. +.) 1 4 © 
walt heaps of Weak, and takes tem — ; 


Whene er ſhe ſta ys with what) his 
I'm pleas'd, bur when de ſhakes er Wings, 
ann ; | 

I give her back: her. fading. Gold : 0 

My {elf I in my Virtue fold. 01 
And live content with Want, and Innocence. . 


When ſpreading Sails rough 1 
1. make no lamentable Prayer; 


I do not bargain with the Gods, bt 

Nor offer coſtly Sacrifice r 

To ſave my precious mas: | 
From adding Riches to t ee. Floods.” 


en midſt theſe Storms Tu ſafely. nde, 
1 My Park wal dem the Uebe Lide; 
= Tho' Tempeſts toſs, and th Ocean Faves, 
1 ' - Caſtor ſhall gather gentle Gales, r 
in And Pollux fill my ſpreading Sails, | 
And bear me ſafe thro' the Agean Waves. 
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ODE. A 
u. promifeth himſelf hong. 


18  Kniſh'd; ; I have raisd a Monument > 
More ſtrong than Braſs, and of a vaſt extet 
Higher than Egypt s ſtatelieſt Pyramid 45 

ig coſtly — 2 of Kingly Pride; 7} 
ls high as Heav'n the Top, as Earth the Baſis wide: . 
Which eating Showers, nor North Wind's feeble Blaſt, 
Nor whirling Time, nor flight of Years can waſte: 
Whole Horace hall not dier his; Songs ſhall ave 

The greateſt Portion from the greedy Grave: 

F Still freſh II grow, ſtill green in future Praiſe, oo» 
Til Time is loſt, and Rome it {elf decays; 

Til the Chief · Prieſt and ſilent Maid. no more 2 
Aſcend the Capitol, and Fove adore: 

Where violent Aufid rouls thro humble Plains, 

Aud where ſcorch'd Daunus rul'd the hb'ring n 
There ſhall my Fame reſound, there all fall cr 7 
Twas I, the from mean deſcent, 'twas 1 ; 
Irhat firſt did d: to bind the Grecian Song, 4% þ 4 
Aid unknown Niiinbers in the Reman Tongue: 
Muſe, take thy Merits due, and proudly raiſe 
Thy Head, and — Brows-with ey 


The. End oy rh Third Baut. 3 
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ODE L To Vexvs. 


„ M mmm a Ree. 8. 1 
gt mar Pugs, 3. Say nr 


In lovely Cyner W 
When Heat warm'd ey'ry Vein, 


* 


To * in thy wanton Fires. : 5 
r 8 . 4 
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ODE I. [Book IV. 127 


Go where ir tender Wiſhes call, 1 


And let their Sighs prevail; 
Go free young Virgins of their fear. 


Il. There is a Noble Game, 
In Paulus re grive thy Doves, 


And revel 145 
i Her ne thy A Flies 


For be is great i Charms, 

The chiefeſt 1 »; ra 

He'll make ſucceſsful War, 
And ſpread the Glory pad Ams. 


| When he, the Lovely ſmiles, 
Woe Ju n 
Ar | 


ng Rival coſtly Spots; - 


Of Ceſar grac'd with Gold, | 
n 
„ as the Skies, 

| And thy 3 


Before thee, „lies a Day, | 
With Incenſe Sweet, thy Shrine ſhall ſmoke, 
IRA Rees. 


% 


No Maids, no wanton ke 
No empty hopes of mutual Love, 

My feeble Paſſions move, *' 
Or . my dead Soul to Joys: 


Een Crowns and Wine diſpleaſe, 
Old Age doth criigp N 
And lead me down to lazy Faſe. 


III. But Ah! what's this, my Dear! 

Dear Ligurine, ah ! tell me Why 
Theſe Drops forſake my I I 

And tender Sighs fan ev'ry Tear? 


Why doth my flowing Tongue 
In unbecoming Silence fall; 
And why do Sighs prevail, 
And in the midſt ſurprine tay: Song? 


Thee, thee, my lovely Boy, 2951 
Now, now I claſp, and now in LY 

Purſue o'er Fields, and Streams; 
Thee, thee, my Dear, my flying Joy. 


OD E II To Axroxtus Jozvs 
— inniteire Pindinccii x 5 Antony, * 


propoſes Cæſar i Attions as. a fit Subject for his Muſe. 


E that to equal Pindar tries, 
With Waxen Wings he _y flies 
Too near exalted Fame: | | 
And muſt expect a Fate like his 
Who fell, and gave the Sea a Name. 


* 
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Is violent Rivers, ſwoln with Rain, i = 

Break o'er the neig hb ring fruitful Plain "1 ntl yi 
With an impetuous Stream; . 6 i Kb 

80 Pindar doth all Banks diſdain, Al at? 

| = overflows the higheſt Theme. + Nat z 28 £ 


| ſo al he doth. deſerve the' Denn. 1 
Whether he ruſhes bokdly n 5 14 7 


Through lawleſs Dyrherambicks 
Or Thunders in : 


o. Gods, or Golpanent, Kindreds. Kings, 7222917 
In mighty Numbers mighty Things + ade 33 abt 
| Or valiant Heroes Names at 
That kill'd the Gentawrs,: nahi ings. mods ya 11 
And quench'd the; fierce ume, Flames. uy bo 


Or praiſed hin that Gwiftly rode, a = ra F 

And Crown'd return'd almoſt. a God. 20 
From the Olympian Race; e 

Or Verſes on the Bravo beſtow'd. X 


| oe founding and more trong than Bras. 


Or ſoftly ſings „ with pious Grief, 7 bal 
1 Youth mache From his weeping wis. Avr 
And bears their Names on high. 2 ; 

Their virtuous. Manners, pleaſant Lie. 1 _ 2 20 
And doth forbid their Loves to dye. diy 


The Theban Swan vaſt whirls of Ar. 
Thro' higheſt Regions ſwiftly bear. 
When he deſi to rl 13 vi þ 
When he his by ly Ho Head doth 1 rear 1 4 wy K 


* 


— — 
” 


* 
— . — 4 


il x30: ODE H. Book W. 
IF | I, like a Bee, with Toil and Pain, | 
| 1 Fly humbly o'er the flowry Plain, 
5 And with a buſie Tongue 
The lik Sweets my Labour pi, 
| I work at laſt into a Song, 


II. R 
15 How great his Pomp appears, 
_ - When juſtly Crewn'd he jus in Chains. 

W 7 


© Greater than hirn no Ap can know, / 

El” |. Nor, if they would, t Ga bas 
No, they can bleſs no more ; 

Hf they their E r 


Our City's Joys, and publick EE Ol 
- At Ceſar's wilh'd Return: 9 K 

n Then thou ſhalt ſing how Strife decays, | | 
3 Wann AOnY" 


And there, if any patient t Ear 
My Muſes feeble Bong will heat; 
Mi Voice ſhall found thro Renne: 
Thee, Sun, III ſing, thee, — e 
Thee, thee Pl > when Ceſar's come. 


* 
OS, Vinay — — — — — — 
. 5 — 3 8 
. 


As you, great Prer, march dong. 5 


1s Triumphe be the So 
Whilſt Incenſe ſmokes to Gods dere, 


* br. "78 9 7 
* 
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Ten fair Bulls, 
Muſt 0 pay thy n Vows 


Of my ſmall Stock of Re 
A Calf juſt wean'd, nde Yourhſill grows. 
| In Paſtures fat, to fall for mine: 


nus'd to puſh, be now doth uf un. 

2 be INE Move 8 
So bend His tender Horns; 

All over Red, but white alone 

A milky ans aa. 


O D E tit. 7˙ bis dt. 
By ber Reer be gd hand ee. 


T whoſe bleſt Birth prbpttious Rays 
The Muſe hel, on whom they See, 

No duſty Iſfthmian Game 

Shall ſtouteſt of the Ring proclairh, - 

Or to reward his Toil | 


nn zelnen wth ber. 


Not Victor, Lad ume Kid ee, 
In an Achean Chariot ride: 
No glorious Feats of War 
His happy Skill, and Arnis declare, 
When he hath broke the Pride, 
And baffled dreadful T hieaes of haughty Foes. 


But Frightful Maas hidly Groves, | 
Its pleaſant Springs and od preg . 

Shall raiſe a laſting Nane | 
And ſet dun High in ont Plate, | 

For Zyric Verſe the nobleſt Theines, 
Great a5 his Mind, ' arid Various as His Loves. 


"Hin 


a * TB 2 x 2 8 
be 9 "OP; P 


132; 7 - ODE. W. BoD IV. 


Rome, Empreſs of the Nations, vvrites, FER 
| Writes me amongſt the Lyric Train 3 8 
And hence 1 Onour raiſe, ed Hart vt 
Immortal Loye and laſting Praiſe 
Secure from Fears, and Pain, 
For ſharp-tooth'd Envy now but faintly bites. 


Sweet Muſe, "that turf the charming Lyre, 
And draw'ſt ſoft Sounds from Kybbora ee 
1 "vg * 
And ſoften Fury into Eaſe, 
Teach ſilent Fiſh to ſing, 
bd Ta fret eee nl; 


14 210 71 


That warms with Lie Fire, 1 27 
Tis he that tunes the Roman, Lyre 5 
And that I pleaſe, I o]. n, = 
Suppoſe I pleaſe, T have i lm thee. R 


&- FT IJ; a 3 
0 E Aw. vo 
12 
* 


— of Drofic Clad, and. 
the Romans . e By 


* ne f 
Tu RoyalBird, to "horn the King: Ls A 
The Empire of the feather'd Race has 815 
For Services already done, Noda 

Ihe Rape of r 12 ae 5 

With high paternal Virtues filld. 

Tho' young, and from the Neſt unskill'd,.. 

His firſt Attempt with trembling Pinions tries, 

＋ hen down the Hyceping Te eras 


A © . 


ODE. V. BookiIy., 133. 
And midſt the frighted, Lambkins bear ,, 
With mighty Force, his trembling Buoy 4) dv 
"Us deeps his Beak in Serpent's Blood, i; 
| Eager of L Re aa e Nad . Ye * 5 


A Epi RN OO, 63 119931 28V'1. 


| The Lion, Prince of — "54 Sek forſakes, 


And through the ſhaggy Herd, wild Slaughter makes, 

Chacing ſome Goat along the Plain, 

That flies, but flies in vain; TOY: 

Such Druſs. did in Arms appear, Deer ic] Th 

When near the Alps E * 
In vain the Rheti did their Axe 5 Wield, EZ 1 

Like Amazons they fought, like Women fled the Field: 9 
But why. thoſe favage Troops this N ann Y 


Confirm'd, by long: og eftablih'd Us, .. 
Hiſtorians, would, in vain diſcloſe +: .-.,1, {> +» 1 . 
For who of Wee knows 2 >. 01 
inn. vi 17 1 20 A. 900 172 * 


| It length, when. cruſl'd by che young, Warriour's 
They knew what Heroes, under Ce/ar. train'd, 
Could da; to whom the Sire bequeaths 
- His Soul ; in whom he breaths : 
* The Royal Bind of mighty Fove i 
| Never. forth a timoraus, Dove: 


1 
14 7 * 


ö To valiant Fathers, valiant Sons ſucceed ; = 
Thus Bulls from Bulls deſcend, and, .maril Horſe breed: 
Yet the, beſt Blood, by; Learning is refio'd,... 


And Virtue arms the ſolid: Mind; 8 5 X 
* Whilſt Vice will ſtain the nobleſt Race, 3 
„ eee r ORE... 


Meraurum 's bloody Waves. and: Banks all tell, 
How 2 — Roman Valour ſell, 
W. Rome to Nero 2 Ofpri owes 
A — un aroſe,” 1 
Smiling, 


wo ODE IV. Boo IV. 


Smiling, with Triumph, on that Day, 
Which chac'd our Clouds and Foes eway ; 
Who, like a Flame, all Oer-ran, 
Swift as the Eaſtern Wind thit Kims along che Main. 
Tas then the Pow rs above began to bleſs 
Our Troops with Conqueſt and Succebs ; 
The Gods, by impious Hands defac'd, 
. ˙ Ther Altaty phat. 


At laſt perfidious Atwnnibul thus ſpoke ; 
We, like the Stag, te dale Ver provoke 
And when Retreat is Victory, 
Ruſh on, tho? fare to die. 
When Troy was fack'd, this People came 
Thro' Tuſcan Seas, and Grecian Flame; 
Their Gods, their Patents, and their Children bore 
From 1linum's ruin d Walks to the man Shore : 
Now, like an Oak on ſome cold Mountain's Brow, 
At every Wound ſprout and grow, 
. 
YC OT. 


Thus Hercules, for cndtahileG Valour find. 
With fruitleſs Blows, the fertile Thb tat d; 5 
For as one Head the Hero ſlew, | 
The Monſter fpawitd z ner; 
And thus the Dragons Teeth, when ſown, 
Were to a Martin! Harveſt 3 
If to the Seas you truſt this hap| Nate, oy 
They gather Strength, and Fey r, and Riches from dees 
If to the Field their warlike Troops er lead, 
They fill their Foes with Awe and Dread; 
Their Matrorts fing their warlike Feats, - 
Aud every Tongue their Fame rePeats. 


220 E 


No 


- 


O DE V. Book IV. 

— mre aſs 

The happy Tidingy'of 'Suceals in Mar: 
Farewel to Fortune and Renown, 

For all our ire gone; 
With A/drubal my Honour dy d, 
And Carthage periſh'd by his Side. 

The Roman . 
For with auſpicious Smiles the Gods their Dyuſws crown; 
Great Fove ſtill condeſcends to bleſs his Arme, 


And faves him from im Harms. _ 1 
With Conduct, far above l Years z N, 
| n Vr en ele bears. 


ODE wr NA rb * 


RE AT Hero's Son, Rome's tou: Lord, | 
How long ſhall we thy fenc e mourn ? 
Thy promis mied elf at ft afford,” | 
W Raum 


Great Sir, reſtore your Li 
Win eee Wn; 

Juſt as in Spring, the Sun's more bright, 
And fairer Days ſinile o er the Skies. 


4s tender Mothers wait their Sons 

Whom Storms have toſt above a Yea, 
And ev'ry nimble Day that runs 
They load with Vows, 8 5 


They ner their Eyes from th' Shores remove, 
ing to ſee their Sons reſtor'd ; 
Thus Rome, inſpir d with loyal Love, 


> 
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And fruitful-Ceres fils our Pins, 
The Merchant fails o'er quiet Seas, 3 
And ed Faiths: and vr en. vt 


No baſe Adult ry Rains: our Race, - q 
Strict Law hath tam d that ſpotted Vice; 
The. Child can. ſhow his Father's Face; nbi 7lt 

Pain waits on Sin, and checks its riſe. 


#54 1 „ 
4 * * 


Who doth the r e its 7 2 
The Scythian. Rage, or Parthian 3 2411 
or whe oh the threatning Spaniards War 


Whilt Ge/F fy and rules bee 

| In his own;Hills each ſets his Sun 3 "9 
To Widow Elms he leads his Vine, 
And chearful, when his Toils are done, 

Invokes thee o'er a Glaſs of Wine... of 


1 


W de eber fa. 
To thee, the Author of our Peace, oy 
r OT 
To Caſtor or POS s 1725 


Long may you live, your Days be FR 275120 
Beſtow long Feaſts, and long Height | a 
This is our ſober Morning Prayer, 
And theſe our drunken Vows at Night, 


* 5 * hy . 74 5 

- 01101 2 2 
Le 
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? 


- F 
1 277878 a 
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ODE vi W 
„ Meute biene. | 


REAT God, whit Niobe's Race did en 
A ſharp Revenger of a baughty Tongue: F 
Whom luſtful Tires? Wrong 
provok d to draw his fatal Bow ;- ; 
And ſtout e 
Tho fierce in cho. Aberi⸗ Son, 
Tho' Death did Ewe his Sword, and Fer 
Tho A hn: almoſt — 
Confelt his Force, he bow'd to thee alone. 


Like Oaks which biting Axes wound; 
amn . 

He ſpread his Ruin wide: 
He felt the fatal Dart, he groamd 
jd i hs ntl Head in Dojo Ground 

Ne * As e 

Not he in 7s Horſe 
Had cheated Troy, . 

Diſſolv d in Wine-ond! Sport; 8 A 
i daa) dom d our Wall with open Force: 'F 


* 


. 
— —— —— r 5 


— 


* 


= * 
5 * 
2 


e , ]⁰ A ] . ̃— TN ICAL wierd a9, 


| VP DET COTA”? . 
Aud when Arong Fates had Troy &*ercome | 
Too favage he, alas ! with Grecian Flames "Ip 
Had burnt” the das,” 2: [od 4fT | 
And in their Mothers burning Womb. 3 
foor harmleſs Infants found an early Tomb: 


IF > 
74 Ss 


. e Ae ep 


1 1 — _ — —. 
„ GONNA 4 + an OT 7 — aj — 3 * 
; * 1 
9 
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But your kind Prayers, and Venus Face, 
Prevaibd on Fate, made angry Jano kind, 
y And bent Fove's might Mind 
To grant a more auſpicious Place 
Nn the quan" Bia Wace : 
Faim'd Amid bn the Muſes Ie, 
That . 
Sweet, — — x 
Improve the Rage thou didft inſpire, ' 
Tae my Heat and fl preſerve my Fire. 


From: Pharkus al wy Fancy eme, wil. 
*T'was Pherbus firſt that taught me how to ſing, 
And ftrike the 1. 
He Art inſpir d, he rais'd'my Fame, 
Gave me the * ks a ere Name. 


'4 


The chaſt Diane's chiefelt Care below, © 

Whoſe dreadful Darts and Bo. - 

Fierce Tygers fear; obſerve my — 
Obſerve the Meaſures of the — xne Joys: 2 


Juſt Praiſes give Donna's: Soi 3 =» 
And ſing the Moon with her encrea ſing Li 
The beaureaus Queen of Night, 

Kind w our Fruits, and ſwift alone 
e and whir] em down. 


When Mariage Bands bonne chy Los, 
Then boaſt, as Years round the Feaſt, I pl 

| The Tunes that Her müde; { 

I ſung his Verſe ; and this did prove 


A pleaſing Tribute to the Gods above.. - 


ODE- VE. Bo TV. 139 
O DE vn. 3 
T7 MANL1US Toxquarvus. | 


The Spring coming on, the Conſideration of our 
| 2 en oe in 


— 


HE Snows are gone, end Grafs returrs gin, 
New Leaves adorn the Widow Trees, 
The unſwoln Streams their narrow Banks contain, 
And ſoftly k N og 


— owe os Dh 
They dread no Blaſts, noe fear the Wind 


That wantons duo their flowing Hair. 


the aimble Hour that turns the circling Year, + 
_ And ſwiftly whirls the pleaſing Day, 

Forewarns thee to be a in thy Cac, 
une ann Delay: 


The Spring the Winter — waſtes the Spring, | 
And Summer's Beauty's quickly loft, 


The Moon, tis true, „ ba Loſs repairs, 
She ſtreight renews her batrow'd Light; 

But when black Death hath turn'd — Tears, 
There follows one Lan „ 


nn 
And walk amongſt the mighty Dead, 

Where Tullus, where Dudu went before, 
We ſhall be Duſt; and empty Shade : 


—— 


14% ODE VI. Book IV: 
Who knows if ſtubborn Fate will prove {o kind, 
And join to this another Day? 


What cer is for thy greedy. Heir deſign d. 
WII lip his Hande, iced — nul 


| When thou art gone, "and Minor | ace 
Torquatus, there is no Return; 
63 
| Wr mene. . 


For chaſt Hippolytus, Diana. lives. . 
She ſtrives, but ah ! a in Vain ; 
His dear ur Pirighoi rom his Ch ( ain f 


£ 1 a 2h 
I. * —4 4 . 


27 my 
0 D E VIII. IV; | 
To MARxcus CenSORINUS.! yp 


ra oth ad of ing Prof hu a Min on 
| a lis Trin. 


Would be kind, 1 would len, Eg aff 
Dear Cenſorine, 290+ rag wy hk 
Or Bowls the ſtouteſt c — — 11 
On you, my Friend, and my or... 
Some curious Piece of noble Art: 
Could I the famous Works command hay wet? 
Of Scopa's: or Parrhaſius Hand 
One 5kill'd in Stone, — hn ali rf 
To frame a Man, or make a Saint: : 
The Art Jodie gh Bana brian: by He} ow 
And God appear d in er ry Line. 1 
But I am poor, and your Rae. * 
Gives: you all: theſe, ary puree n E 
92 7 5 ; e oy 


. 7 
** 4 4 


To want "7 Things ; but You ny 


in theſe Tm rich, can pleaſe a Friend, | 
210 the Worth of what T fend * 
E Not ſtately Pillars rais d in Braſs, + 
Nor Stones inſcribd with publick Rae, Ea 
Tho! ſuch new Heat and Vigour 5 


?k 


The haſty Flight, the v 

And Threats thrown back on Hannibal, 

Not impious Carthage bright in "Flames, © 

| His Praiſe, who came increas'd in Names 

From conquer d Africk, Virtues ſhow © 

With half the Glory Verſe can do: 

lt Books were dumb, what ſmall Regard © 
would Virtue meet, what mean Reward ?. 


ud who had Rome's great Founder known . 
. WT Tho' fprung from Mars, tho msn n 
| If envious Silence had with-held * a7 

5 His great Deſerts, and Fame Socrd b 


from Shades below, and gloomy Night, 
- HY By Poct's Pow'r, and force of Wit, 
tired Zacnus ſerenely reg 2 | = 
A mighty King in happy Plains 
[ The Muſe forbids Worth to die; 

On whom ſhe will beſtows the Sky: 

Thus great Alcides-carves the Feaſt © 
[ With Fove himſelf, a noble Gueſt : 


Thus ſhining Caſtor kindly faves ue NAL 


1 feeble Sho in rougheſt Wares 01 * 


And Bacchus, crown'd with Ivy, hears 


Our modeſt JO and ſpeeds our Pry 


- AI! 127 1 219 
4 Pu; 7 * 1 + N 2 2 F „ * * 
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: 


in nbler Verſe, and 1 An write ; 6 0 


And make the bury d Heroes" live i 455 AKN 
4710 Fall. 4x3 . N. od N 


hong — 
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0 D E Bees To „ 


* Suge „ ns 1 e 
make his Friend ib, Name 


AIN Fear, to think: thoſe Words will die 
Which -born rev ibt eoviing ſaree, 8 
In Zyrick Numbers join d PING 
With Strings to bind, 
And geatly raiſe my nadie Theme: SOT 
ia , 
Tho in Verſe great le reigns, | 
Yet Puli, lives in lafty Strains, 1 Hark wat þ 
 Alcaus nag ee x m — | 
The Cæan Lyric warms- . 
With grave Steſiohorus Wg Mule : | 


We read Auacreon 5 5 wanton. Toys; ; 4x4 4 

No Envy blaſts, no Age deſtroys. ; $ voi orion | 
And 1 * ae en off | 

And tans our raid Sol 19 Love. 1 dy 


Not only Helen's Heart was ard, 2 

When baſely careleſs of her Fame i 
She Paris RP in + h a7 

| His Dreſs, his Art, 2 ; 
And lewdly fed her lawleſs Flame. 


Not 


oOoDE N. boo N * 


ot Teucer firſt drew fatal 8 inet” 
ot Troy bat once felt Grecian _ 

ot only Sthenelus brav d his Eos, 
The great firſt-· born af Fame, 
That fought, and overcame, 
ron 


Not Heclor firſt, the Cloe wn, 


To his Hopes, 
non kg 


To ſave a Virtuous: Wife, 
And do his dying Country good. 


Thcfore that Age a thouſand liv'd, 

And ſent ſurpriſing: Glories forth, 

But none the ſilent Grave ſurrir d; 3 
In Night their Splendors gone, 
They fell, unm our d. unknown: 

becauſe no Verſe embalms their Worth, 


What Worth doth =; Sloth —__ 
I We 


Thy Glories T will laudly: telt. 
And in immortal Verſe 


Thy living Praiſe rehearſe, 
Nor ſuffer Age © to waſto dy Name. 


A gen rous Mind. i in Adios bold. : 

Wit in Debate, in Council grave; 

Teo flrang for ol eee ib 
Let Fortunes fru or ert 9 Ns 
Thy Soul is conſtant ſtill, 5 

In either State — and ae: 


Not 


* 


r * 6 * ** 222 
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WH Not Conſul only for one Year, 

WI But fill the Chair as d r s 
1 As equal Juſtice rufd tie r. 
| _— As . 4 00 
jl 1 3 5 1 


nr poſſes, 1 5 | 
| And fiing Heap of us Ore, Ded rt 
The only Lords of Hap} 1 
— — 
For what kind Fates below, 3 
And have the Art to uſe the store: e 


a 35A > 


| That have the gen'rous Skill to bear 5 
of - The hated Weight of Poverty j 
Who more than Death will Meek far, | wort 2.15) 
Their Country or tber Friend, - 
Embrace their Fate, and; gladly die. 


O DE *. To eee lug van a 


| "OP af Was (TS EX"; 4 
"_ come, Beauty imaſte, and. ef 
n w 1 avizo 
u lovely yer, end Pence 94 
Ah coy, — yy / 
When an unlook'd-for Beard ſhall hide 
And ſcatter d Hairs ſpread o'er thy Pride; 
When all thoſe wanton Curls ſhall _ Ss ni 21h 
Thy Roſy Colour yield to Pale, 0 g. 01. of 
Thy Cheeks grow wan, thy Body pine, 
ei lends dltfvert Ligurine, '\ 7 
_ Ab! thou ſhalt ay, whene er the Glas 
"Wall hw theo quigs angie Frow, 


——— — — —_ * 
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gh ! whillt m Ty. TE bo 
| why did I not this Mind enjoy! | 
1 8 7 1 

Why won! former Face return { 2 | 


ODE XI. 7 PHYLL1S. | 


Ov Meciznas his Bith-Day, Er invites 4 ts f 
1 1 4 —_ y N 


3 
Full nine Years old; to Crown thy Hair 
My Parſly grows; my Ivy twines | : 
To grace thy Head, and make Thee fair: | 


E My Rooms well furniſh'd Joy proclaim, 
My Altar, crown'd with ſacred Wood 
| And Vervine chaſt, expects her Lamb, 

And thirſts to drink the promis d Blood. 


Al Hands at work, my Boys and Maids 
With buſie Haſte the Feaſt prepare, 

My Torches raiſe their trembling Heads, 
And roul dark-Volumes thro? the Air: 


But now to tell what Joys to Night 
I call Thee to; I keep the de 
That April's Month, the choice Delight 1 
Of Sea-born Venus, doth divide : Ei 


A Day of Joy and Mirth appears, 
And almoſt: dearer than my own ; | 

It ſhuts Mecanas former Years, 

And brings another gently on : 


" * 
1 3 4 
* 
; 
- 7 - A — 


. ODE XII. Book: . 


That Telephus whom you defire, 
A richer Maid and Beauty gains, 
Young, Wanton, Gay, and full of Fire, 
eee 


Burnt Pha#ton checks too high, 
From Heav'n by dreadful Thunder thrown ; 3 
And Pegaſus refus d to fly, 
And threw his mortal Rider down: 


Then, Phyllis, ſtop thy riſing Flame, 
And all ambitious Thoughts remove; 

Tis Sin to hunt toe great a Game, 

Aud fly at an unequal Love: 


Come, come, my laſt, my deareſt Miſs, 
The laſt I can I muſt adore ; 

No Face ſhall e er provoke a Kiſs ; 
And other Beauty warm no more. 


Come learn, my Dear, ſome pleaſing Song, 
Which you, with a ſurpriſing Air, | 
Might warble o'er your charming Tongue; 
For Songs are good to leſſen Care. 


ODE XII. To Virol 
He deſcribes the Spring, and invites him to Supper 


HE ſoft Companions of the Spring, 
The gentle Thracian Gales 
Spread o'er the Earth their flowry ng: 
And fell the greedy Merchant's Sails: 


The Streams not ſwoln with melted Snow 
In fair Meanders play, 
To quiet Seas they ſmoothly flow, 
And gently eat their eaſie Way. 
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The Swallow with the Spring returns, 
| And as ſhe builds her Neſt, 
Her murder'd Itys ſadly mourns, 
nd ſighs, and beats her troubled Breaſt. 


The Swallow, Athens laſting Shame, 

For tho her Cauſe was juſt, 
Her Breaſt conceiy'd a lawleſs Flame, 
And ill reveng'd the Tyrant's Luſt. 


The Swain, Whilſt Flocks ſecurely feed, 
Sits down, and ſweetly row | 

He ſoftly blows his Oaten Reed, 

[And pleaſeth Pan with Rural Lays : 


The Seaſon, Virgil, brings us 'Thirſt ; 
And. if you Mirth deſign 

With noble Youths, bring Ointment firſt, 

And I'll provide thee racy Wine: | 


For one finall Box of Ointment brought 
1 will a Cask prepare, 

Tis ſtrong to tame a lofty Thought, 

Check Hopes, and waſh down Hitter Care. 


Now if you'll make a joyful Gueſt, 
Til not, as Nobles do, 
Ber all the Charges of the Feaſt, 


but muſt expect a Share from you. 


un en e forget thy Fears, 

nd eager Thoughts. of Gain, 
27 Folly mix with graver Cares, 
Tis decent ſometimes to be vain, 


© 
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ODE XIII. 7 Lycz: 
He inſults over her now ſhe i is grown . 


H E Gods have heard, Lyce, the Gods 1 bead, 
The Gods have heard my Prayr, 
As I have wiſh'd, and you have fear d, 
You re old, yet would be counted fair: 


i { 


You toy, you impudently drink, to raiſe 
Your lazy dull Deſire, 
| You ſtrive to heighten to a Blaze 
With your cold Breath the dying Fire. 


In vain ; *tis all in vain ; coy Cupid flies, 
A better Seat he ſeeks ; _ 
In Apa. ſoft Chloz's Face he lies, 
And gently wantons in her Cheeks ; 


Coy he flies o'er dry Oaks, he ſcorns thy Face | 
Becauſe a furrow'd Brow _ 
And hollow Eyes thy Form diſgrace, 
And o'er thy Head Age ſcatters Snow. 


Nor can thy coſtly Dreſs from thy Eaſtern Shore, 4 
With all the Gems it bears, 
Thy former lovely. Youth reſtore, 
Nor bring thee back thy ſcatter'd Tears; ; 


Thoſe Years, which the Eternal Wheel hath ſpun, gr 

And drawn beyond thy Prime, Wh 

Thro' which ſwift Day hath nimbly run, 
"And ſhut in known Records of Time. 


- 
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e is that Beauty, where that charming Air, 
That Shape, that amorous Play ? 
| Oh, what haſt thou of Her, of Her, 
Whoſe ev'ry Look did, Love inſpire, 
# whoſe ev'ry Breathing fand my "Fire, 
And ſtole me from my {elf away? 


THC" 


Fo lovely Cynera's Face {et next in Fame | 
| For all that can ſurprize, 

| For all thoſe Arts that raiſe a Flame, 

And kindly feed it at our Eyes 3 


ut haſty Fate cut charming Cynera ſhort, 
That Fate that now prepares 

Old Hee, old as Daws for ſport, 

And Scorn as grievous as her Years. 


hen our hot Youths ſhall come, at ah to fe 
The Torch that burnt before ;. | 
And kindled 1 Lechery, 

To Aſhes fall n, and warm no more. | 


ODE xl EL Abbsr ö 


Tut his Deſerts are much greater than = Rewards 
Rome can beſtow. 


OW can the Sevare's how the People's Care, 
Tho all with Gifts that ſprell with Honours ſtrive, 
A aſting Monument prepare 

To make thy Glory live, _ 
ind thy great Name thro? n 


greateſt Prince the circling Sun can view ! 

Vom Rout Vndelici, unlearn'd in Fear, 

From glorious Conqueſts lately knew / 
How great he is in War, 


dd felt that all that Fame had told was true. 
G 3 That 


Brave Druſus led thy conqu ring Legions on, 


ODE XIV. Boox IV. 


150 


And fierce Genauns, a ſtubborn Nation, broke; 
The furious Brennis Force o'erthrown 
| Now gladly take the Yoke, 

The Glory of their Slav'ry proudly own. 


Strong Caſtles fixt on Mountains vaſtly vigh, 
Almoſt as high as his aſpiring Thought, | 
With a repeated Victory 
Thrown down ; he climb'd and fought 
e e TR wp- þ 


Next Elder Nero great in Arms appear d, 
And Rhti fought ; a Sight for Gods to ſee, 
What Slaughters broke their Souls prepar'd 


For Death with Liberty, 
And led the Conqueror to dich Reward. | 0 
As raging Winds, with an impetuous Courſe, 7 
When ſtormy Stars aſſiſt, do tols the Flood, Wh: 


So fierce he breaks thro* armed Force ; 
Thro' Darts and Streams of Blood, 7 
And threatning Flames, he ſpurs his _—_ Hore 5 


del Aubin doth Moles diſdain, 
And thro' Aprian Fields doth whirl his Waves, 
When rais'd by Snow, or {woln with Rain, 
his Banks he raves, 
Gnd threatens Floods to all ne \ 


Thus Claudius violent did in Arms appear, 
No Bands, no barb'reus Troops his Force could ſtay, . 
The Front, the Body, and the Rear h 
Secure he {wept away, T 

And o'er the Fied 12 mY nn wa 
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whilt you your Forces, you your Counſel lent, 
What mo-tal Courage could his Arms oppoſe ? 
When to his Aid your Gods you ſent, 

He thunder'd on his Foes, 
And threw” en, Slav ry as he went. 


ince ſuppliant Egypt in her empty Throne 
Receiv'd thee Lord, the Fates that ſtrive to bleſs, 
Thy Title to the Empire own 

By fifteen Years Succeſs; 
And til encreaſe the Glory of thy Crown. 


The fierce Cantabrian, not to be o'ercome 
before thy Arms, the Indian and the Mede; 
The wandring Scythians lurk at Home, 
And thee they wiſely dread ; 

0 preſent: Guard of = and Rome 


The Waves that beat the Britiſh monflrous Shore, 
Cold Mer, Nile, and Tunais rapid Stream, 

Fierce Spaniards now rebel no more, 

And Gauls that Death contemn 

Lay down their Arms, and quietly adore: 


ODE XV. 
He praifeth AugusTus. 


HEN I would ſing of noble Fights, 
W Of lofty Thi — lofty Flights, 
os Harp my Temples ſtrook, F 
"pier" & Strings in Conſort ſhook, * 
and anſwer d to the Tunes he ſpoke: 
o Ship is weak, he ſaid, forbear, 


rt 08 raging Seas 100! f 
G 4- Thy 
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Thy Age, great Ceſar, gracious Lord, 
Hath 20 to our Fields reſtor d: 
Proud Parthians captive Arms reſign 
To mighty Fove's and C2/ar's Shrine. 
Now noiſie Wars and Tumults ceaſe, 
And Fanus' Temple's barr'd by Peace : 
Wild Luſt is bound in modeſt Chains, 
And Licence feels juſt Order's Reins : 
Strict Virtue rules, good Laws command; 
1 And baniſh'd Sin forſakes the Land: 
| You all thoſe gen rous Arts renew, 
By which our Infant Empire grew 3 
By which her Fame ſpread vaſtly wide, 
And carry'd in Majeſtick Pride 
From Eaſt to Weſt ſerenely ſhone, 
As far and glorious as the Sun. 
Whilſt Cæſar lives and rules in Peace, 
No Civil Wars ſhall break our Eaſe, 
No Rage that fatal Swords prepares, 
And hurries wretched Towns to Wars : 
Not cruel Getes, tho bath'd in Blood, 
Not thoſe by Tanais faithleſs Flood, 
Not thoſe that drink Danubius Stream, 
Shall glorious Cæſars Laws contemn : 
We on our Feaſt, and working Days, 
Maſt jovial Cups will gladly praiſe ; 
Our pious Wives, and pratling Boys 
Shall firſt the Gods with humble Voice, 
And then with Pipes and founding Verſe - 
The Heroes noble Acts rehearſe ; 
Anchiſes, Troy, our Songs ſtall grace, 
And brave Æneas, Venus happy Race. 


* „* 1 me wy 8 


The End of the Fourth Book. 
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E PO D E I. 
To MAG 


; Y und my beſt; and deareſt Friend, 
* The chiefeſt:Bulwark- af the State; | 
In tall Liburnian Ships defend 
Great Ce/ar's Cauſe, and prop his Fate. 


Danger thruſt your own : 
But what ſhall he that breaths in you, 
That ſcorns to live when you are 
What ſhall forſaken Horace do? 23:21] 366 © 
dul 1 fit down and take my Baſe ? G J 


But without you what Joys delight ? 
Or ſteel my Softneſs, ſtem the Seas, | 
Or bolder grow, and dare to fight ? 48 


Or ſhall J arm my feeble Breaſt, | * 
And wait on you thro Alpine Snow, . 2 
Or fartheſt Regions of the Veit, M 

Where Cæſar bids the Valiant go? 
G5 = 


* 
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You ask why thus I boldly preſs, 

ff And what ſhould feeble I do chere? 
14 My Fear, my Lord, will be the leſs; 
it Fer Abſence ſtill encreiſes Fear. ls 


Thus Birds on Wing are moſt affraid 

| That Snakes will come when, CY away, 

The? preſent they're\too weak to ny 
And fave the eaſy Cattow Prey. X 4 


I-would be ftout, diſcard my wn oommcoo 
The greateſt Dangers bravely prove, 
And venture this pr other Wars, 


In hopes, my Lord, to keep your Lore. 


g 

1 But not to have mere Oxen prean 

b Beneath my Pleughs, nor feed more Swains; „ 

Nor yet as Heat or Cold comes on. 
TIED Hooray Fol 


Not to enlarge my Country Seat, 
Or get vaſt Heaps of ſhining Ore ; ; 


Your Bounty, Sir, hath made me great, 
And furniſh'd. with ſullcieat Store. 


r n F am 
. 4 4 A 
* 


I do not Heaps of Geld ddfre, - 

To hide, eee e 
As Chremes did; nor Wealth require, 
On baſer Luſts to be profuſe. 
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E PO PDE IL 
The Pleaſures of 4 Country and retird Tee 


Here the Man beyond Pretence, > te 

(Such was the State of Innocence) Azad: of 
That looſe from Care, from Buſineſs free, =_ 

From griping Debts and Ulury, | | 

Contented in an humble Fate, | 

With his own Oxen ploughs "The own Eſtate: 

No early Trumpet breaks his Eaſe, | 

He doth not dread the angry Seas: 

He flies the Bar, from Noiſe retreats, - 

And ſhuns the Nob/es haughty Seats... 

But Marriageable Vines he leads 

To luſty Oaks, and kindly Weds : 

Or careleſly in Vallies ſtrays, 

And ſmiles to ſee his Oxen graze : 

He prunes his Vines, or grafts TEE 

Or ſheers his Sheep, or takes his Bees 

From Combs well preſt his Honey: _— 


| Almoſt as ſweet as his Repoſe: 


or when cha ein eee | "gry 

eee eee n 1:41 fl 
Or Purple Grapes, and theſe reward | | 

With pleaſing Gifts his Holy Guard; 

Thee, Sylvian, and, Friapus, thee, 

A Tribute fills from ev'ry Tree: 

Now ſmiles beneath a Myrtle Shade - 

On flow'ry Banks ſupinely laid, 

Whilſt near his Head there creeps 2 Spring, 

And the free Birds around him ting : 

Or Fountains, with their murm Ting Streams, | 

lovite to ſhort and eaſy Dreams: | 
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Or when cold Jove hath turn d the Yer, 
And Rain and Snow and Froſt appear, 
He takes his Hounds, ſtrong Toils he ſts, 
And drives fierce Bores to ſecret Nets; 
Or Springes lays in every Buſh, 

To take the Black-bird and-the Thruſh, 

Or fearful Hare, or ſtranger Crane: 

All feet Rewards do cheer his Pain. 
Who, midſt theſe pleaſing Joys, does bear 
The num rous ills of Love and Fear? | 
In Towns the Tyrant Paſſions reign, 

And ſpread their Cares, but fly the Plain. 
But if a Wife, more chaſte than fair, 
(Such as the ancient Sabines were, 

Such as the Brown Apulian Dame, 

Of mod'rate Face, and honeſt Fame). 
With equal Care, his Care ſhall meet, 295 
And keep the Houſe and Children ſweet 3 
. Againſt he comes provide a Fire, | 
As pure and warm as her Delire : 
And, with an honeſt chearful 2p-ogd 
Receive bim weary from his Toil': 
Pen up her ſelf, and Milk the Gin, © 
Then draw a Pot of Country Wine, 
And ftreight with what her Fields — = 
Doth furniſh out an eafy Board- 

I would not change for all the state 
And coſtly Trouble of the Great; 
Their Oyſters, Trouts, and all the ſtore 
Of Luxury would take no more; 
Their Fiſh, that catering Storms, to pleaſe 
Their Palate, toſs from Eaſtern Seas, 
The Pheaſant, Partridge, Quail and Teal 
Would not go down, nor taſte as well 

As Olives pluck'd from laden Boughs, 

Or Sorrel that in Paſture grows ; 
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Or Mallows ſweet, extreamly good 

For Bodies bound, poor wholſome Food, 

of Lambkins killd a ſheering Feaſt : | 

or reſcud from a greedy Beaſt: —- 

Amidſt theſe Dainties, Oh the vaſt bar 
To ſee fed Sheep come home at Night! | 

Jo hear the weary Oxen low, | dd 
And almoſt tir'd trail back the Plow !! 
To ſee my merry Clowns Carouſe, + 

And ſwarm about my cleanly. Houſe. 

This Aphius ſaid, the kum d. and known, 
The griping Uſurer of the Town, 

Reſoly'd to leave his Cares and Strife 

And quickly lead a Country Life; 

One Week he call'd his _— in, 
eee | 


E P O D E II. DT Mzcænas. 
n fn: hi phion One ht made in Sik | 


| Ir any, let's ſuppoſe Gi damn pl Rage, 
Forget their Duty and their Age; 

And, eager to enjoy the whole Eſtate. 
With impious Hands ſhall haſten Fate, 

And their old Fathers coming Death prevent; 
Let Onions be their Puniſhment. | 

O Reapers Stomachs! Ah! what Poiſon reigns, 
What ſecret Fire runs oer my Veins? 

Hath Viper's Blood, or hath Caridia's Breath 
r oer my Meat, and mingled Death? 

hen Jaſon did Medea's Fancy move, 

** ſhe fix d on him for a Love, 

Before the reſt, ſhe gave him this to tame 
The fiery Bulls, and quench their Flame; 


Nor did the flaming poys nous Gift infeſt 


PD VuLTeivs MENA, 4 Freed-Man. of PoMPzy, 


Tho Fortune ſmiles and ſwells thy Mind. 
It gilds, but cannot change the Kind: 
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By Preſents dipt in this Crew/@ dy'd, 
" And Jeder mourn'd his promis'd Bride: 


Such. furious Heat as rages o'er my Veins 
Neer ſcorch'd the dry an Plains, 


With half ſuch Heat Alcides Breaſt : 

My merry Lord, if der you taſte of this, 
May ev'ry Maid deny a Kils; . 

But ſtop her Mouth, cry Foh! 00 Delight 
And ne 'er lie near thee all the eh 


LE OS W. 


S much as Lambs with. Wolves agree, 
So much, baſe Sor, do I with thee; 
With Spaniſb Whips thy Sides are torn, 
Thy Legs with heavy Shackles worn : 


Do'ſt ſee when thou with ruffling Gown n 
Do'ſt ſweep the Mall, how many frown, _ 
How each that views thee, — his Face, | 
And juſtly ſcorns the gawdy Aſs 1 
He lately whip'd-at the Cart's Tail, 2817 Lak 

The very Scandal of the Jayl, ..  _. ( 
Now vaſtly rich, a mighty Spark; 10 

In Coach and Six flies o'er the Park: 


At Plays he takes the Box, in ſpigt b 


Of Otho's Law, a doughty Knight! 
What Honour is't to free the Waves | | 
From Pyrates Rage, and tame the Slaves, 

What Honour can attend the War 
Where he a Captain claims a Share? 


E P ODEs. 
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the Witch Canidia; ee the O 
4 and * of ſuch Creatures. 


uT © winters God dot il the bby, 
And rule the Earth and Men below, © 
What means that Rout? And why 
Exch Fury bends on me an angry Brow ? 


By all thy Brood, if Ger Lacina came t 
To real Births, and eas d thy Throws: 
By Honour's uſeleſs Name, ; 
By Jove that ſees and will revenge m Woes: 


Why doth that Stepdame's Frown affright ? 


hat h L e am 
T4 hunted s f. 


2 Fury ſit en thy Face? 


Thus Gdly ſpoke the ROE? lovely Child, 
Which cen. a Thraciar's ap erarhe move, 
Make raging Fury mild, 
hd in fg Boſom kindle Love: 


idia, Serpents wereath'd. her ſhaggy Brow, 
—_— and theſe Commands ſhe gave; 
A Funeral Cypreſs Bough, - 
And a wild Fig-tree rooted from a Grave; 5 


A Scritch-Owl's Feather, Eggs befiear'd with Blood, 5 
Of croaking Frogs, a Tyger s Paws; | 
A ſwelling angry Toad, 
And Bones ſnatch'd from a hungry Bitch's 6 Jaws: 
Each 


— — 


Each pow'rful Herb that in 1beris ſprings 
To raiſe ſtrong Loye, or Anger tame, 
And all that Colchos brings. 
Go mix, and burn them in a Magick Flame, 


Whilt ready Sagana from beechen Cup 
Pour d S:ygian Water o'er the Floors. 
Her Hair an end ſtood up 
| Like Hedge-hog's Briſtles, oa running Bows: 


But harden'd Peja, deaf to all Remorſe, 
A little Grave had quickly made; 
She rais'd her feeble force, 
And joy'd to ſweat and groan upon the Spade; 


Where fix'd chin-deep the poor unhappy Gueſt 
By looking on his Meat muſt dye. 
_ Whilſt they renew the Feaſt, - 

| 2 laing r his Eye: 


That his dry Marovr, and his raging "BY 
When his weak Senſes fail, may prove - | 
Fit for their Magick Art, 
And make Ingredients for a TOP of Love: 


All thought that luſtful Fhria too was one 

That came to view the horrid Sight. 
She that can charm the Moon, 

And force the Stars from their fix d Seats of Light: 


Here fierce Canidia, whilſt her unpar d Nail | ] 
She gnaw'd with an envenom'd Tooth, | 

Oh what did ſhe conceal! | 
What horrid Words broke from her impious Mouth: 


- Thos 


EPODES. 161 


Thou Night, thou Moon, and all ye meaner Lights, 
That js dull Mortals into Sleep, 
And when our ſacred Rites 
| Are done, an undiſturbed Silence keep; | I 


aſſiſt me now with all your Strength and Rage, 
That I might pay the Debts 1 owe, 
Your greateſt force en 
To wreak my Spight-on my unhappy Foe; 


While cruel Beaits aſleep in Woods are * - 
Let the Saburran Maſtiffs bark, | 
| (Twill make the Neighbours laugh) I 
At the old Leacher creeping in the dark: 


When fierce Deſire hath raging Fury bred, 
Then let him walk as Luſts perſwade, 

With Ointment round: his Head » J 
As ſtrong as e er my skilful Hands have made: 


Ab! what's the matter! where's the Power of Charms 
Which fierce Medea once did prove, 

When with theſe conqu'ring Arms 
She furiouſly W her injur d Love! 


When, with a Garment lin'd with ſecret ow 
(What will not jealous Rage inſpire 1. 
She burnt the lovely Dame, 
And wrapt falſe Faſor's youthful Bride in fire! 


A! fure no powerful Herb hath ſcap'd my ſight, 
In ſhady Groves or purling Streams; 
And yet He ſleeps all Night, | 
No wanton Miſs diſturbs him e en in Dreams: 


n E 
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|| Ah! Ah! ſome Witch more skilful ſets Thee free, 
1 Unhappy Varus, doom' d to ill. 
| | Ĩ)bou ſhalt return to Me; 
j | Il force Thee back by an unuſual Skill: 
1 With urreſiſted Art Il bind thy Soul, 
1 No Charms ſhall then thy Mind reſtore; 
= Pl mix a ftronger Bowl, 
| And urge Thee fil as Thou doſt ſcorn the more: 
| Firſt Heav'n ſhall downward, Earth ſhall upward more, 
4 * to the Center Stars retire; 
| | er thou ſhalt ceaſe to Love, | 
1 ©: burn like Binos in a dal) Fire: 
i 
n The injur'd Boy inrag d no longer ſtrove : 
ht To ſoften them by mournful Pray'r, | 


w — 8 — * 
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And gentle Pity move, 
But ſpoke theſe dying Words in deep Deſpair: 
And hinder Plagues from Rage 1 Divine; 


No Blood ſhall exp 
So ſolemn, and fo great a Curls as mine. | 


When I am Dead; then Pl a Ghoſt by Night 


T | _ = „„ 
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With crooked Nails your Jaws invade, 
At ev'ry turn affright 3 - 
For that's the force and fury of a Shade. 


Then will I ſit upon your fearful Breaſt, 

And there my dreadful Watches Keeps. ;. 
Diſturb approaching Reſt, 

And drive away the lazy Hand of Sleep. 


i 
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ey ry Street the Crowd 1 haſte 
Tall bran the ugly Eg; with Stones, 


And when Death comes at laſt, 
| The Crows ſhall ſcatter, Wolyes ſhall break your Bones : 


had this my Parents (ak they muſt ſurvive 
And ſeek in vain, and mourn for me) 
Tho' many Years they grieve, 
Grown gray. in Tears, bal ve and fine to few 


EPODE VI. 
Kl Cats Severus, — and abwfice 
ahne. | 


BBR comud Cur, when harmleſs Strangers come, | 

You ſnarl and bark about the Room, | 

But when a fierce and ſhagged Wolf appears, 
How ſoon you whine and your Ears! 

Come, make at me; if you reſo aſd 
For I have Teeth, and dare to bite: 

The gen rous Maſtiff T of noble Senſe, 

| The careful Shepherd's kind Defence; 

With Ears an-end thro” Snow and Froft purſue 
Whatever Beaft I have in views | 

When thou the Woods with frighted Sounds or? ſhook | 
Thou leap'ſt for-ev'ry little Brook: | 

Take heed, take heed, to Rogues a deadly Foe, 
Im ſtill prepar d to firike the Blow 

As ſharp as fierce Archilochus his Song 

Like Hipponax revenge a Wrong; | 

If any Malice wounds my Fame, ſhall I 
e fit down and cry? 
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EP O D E VII. 


To his s Citizens, that are re. "dy to engage in another dvi 
Var. 


Here, Madmen, where? where, ſo 8 to Peace, 
Your ruſty Swords that Aept i in eaſe 
Why drawn? What, hath not ev'ry Country flow'd, 
And ev'ry Sea, with Roman Blood? 
Not to purſue your angry Father's Hate, 
And urge proud Carthage rival Fate, 
Nor make the untouch'd Britains Slaves to Rome, 
And lead them chain'd in Triumph home; 
But what the Parthians often pray to views. 
Theſe Arms are now prepar'd to do: 
your ſelf, ah me! you raiſe them all, 
And Rome by her own Hand muſt fall: 
Een Wolves are to more gentle Tae inclin'd, 
And prey but on another Kind: | 
What, is it Madneſs, is it ſtupid Rage, 
That doth the brutal Arms: N 
Or is it Sin? ſpeak: not one-Word wil comes 
Tis cruel Fate that urges Rome : 
Since Remus fell about thy riſing Walls 
is loud-tongu d Blood for Vengeance calls; 
The Iſſue then began, and till hath flowd, 
For Blood ul be N with Blood. | 


EPODE IX. 1 Mrcanas. 


He wiſhes for the good News of Czxſar's Vickory over Mark 
Antony, that they might be merry as Ee when 
Sextus Pompeius was overthrown. 


W HEN will the happy Morning come, 
And bring the welcome News to Rome, 


That I. 1 — with you may dine, And 
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124 in your Men W 7 | | 
Full Bowls carouſe, 

Preſerv'd for this expected Joy, of racy Wine! 


Where Pipes ſhall join the eaking String, 
And tuneful Voi ces g 


As you, my Lord, and I have done: 
When Pompey turn'd his Head 
|. And baſely fled, 
Confeſſing Cæſars Fortune greater 21 bis own: 


His flaming Ships blaz d o'er the Wave; 
While flying by the Light they gave, 
He left thoſe Chains which achtes he 
* loos'd from ſervile Hands, 
And threatned Bands, 
To happy Rome, by Caſar's Will, and Nature free: 


A Roman (who will Credit give, 
What future Age this Truth receive?) 
Turn'd Woman's Slave, with ſervile Hands 
A common Soldier bears 
The Drudgery of Wars, | 
And can ence ber Wwither'd Eunucihs baſe Commands: 


7 
Amidft the Arms, diſhoneſt Sight! 
The Sun that view'd withdrew the Light, 
As once at curſt Thyeftes* Feat; G 
As *twere aſham'd to ſee 
The Canopy, 
And the great Roman lolling on a Woman's Bret. 


I Triumphe ) break delay, 
Why doth the golden Chariot ſtay ? 
And not the promis d Oxen fall? ? 
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Is Triumphe! bring, 
The greateſt King, 


The common Good, the Comfort, andthe Joy ay 


he's Wars, and noble Toils 
Ne er ſhow'd his Equal + op an 
Nor conquer'd Africk he 6 to Rome, 
Altho' his laſting Name | 

Is great in Fame, 


And ruin d Carthage lies to Jae") noble Tomb. 


Where will the conquer d Roman fly, - 
From Ceſ/ar's Hand, and Cæſar's Eye? 
What will the conquer'd Roman do? 
What Winds, what ſervile Gales, 
Will ſwell his Sails, 
That on his Maſter Ceſ#r's may ſo freely blow? 


More Bowls and larger Bowls, my Boy, 
As large as my extenſive Joy, | 
Let Mirth advance my goo? dg! 
"Tis ſweet to caſe my Cares 
For Ceſar's Wats, 
And drown all melancholly Thoughts in noble Wine. 


| EPODE > | 
He wiſhes Mavius the Ton m be fliguractd. 


THAT curſed Ship that ſtinking Mevixs bore, 

With an ill Omen left the Shore; | 

South-wind, beſure, you raiſe the ſwelling Tides, 
And ſtoutly beat her feeble Sides; 

You FEaſt-wind, turn the Sea and break the Oars, 
And whirl her Sails to diſtant Shoars; © | 


The 
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Hah! let him now no ſmoother Waves enjoy 
Than thoſe that toſs d the Greeks from Troy, 

When Palla, Hatred, from the flaming Town, 
On wicked Aar Ship was thrown. 

Hah! Hah! what Sweat ſhall from thy Seamen flow, 
And what Death-pale ſpread o'er thy Brow ! 
What Woman's Cries, and what unmanly Tears, 

What Vows to Fove's relentleſs Ears! 
When South-wands rattling o'er th Iinian Tide 
Shall beat thy Ship, and break her Side, 
Then if I ſee thee ſpread a dainty Diſh 
To hungry Fowl, and greedy Fiſh, 
A Goat and Lamb ſhall then my Vows perform, 
And both ſhall die to thank the Storm. 


EPODE XI. ToPerrius. 
Love hinders him from writing any more. | 


H! I have loſt my old Delight, 
No Muſe can now my Fancy move, 
My Rhimes diſpleaſe, I hate to write, 
Now I am very deep in Love: 


And ſingle me from my conſtant Game, 
From Boys and Maidens charming Eyes, 
He thro” my Marrow ſcatcers Flame. 
- 1-4 1 57 
Three ſtormy Winters now have ſhook 
The leavy Honour from the Tree, 
Since I difdain'd Inachias Yoke, 
he And dar'd to ſet my Paſſion free. 
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Oh what a Tovyn- talk then was I, 
How Fops did wanton with my Fame, 


And (when I think on't how I die) 
All ridicul d my fooliſh Flame! 


Oh how it 5 | 
Where thoughtful Silence ſeem'd to prove, 
And a deep Sigh would tell the Gueſts . 
That Poet Horace was in Love! 


When Wine unlock d my eaſie Soul, 
How often I with Sighs have told, 
The poor Man's Wit could not controxl 
The giving Rivals mighty Gold! 


Yet, Faith, if yext, my Rage will riſe, 
And when theſe hated Chains are broke, 
Ill leave theſe dull Complaints, be wiſe, 

And ſcorn to take another Yoke. 


Vet after this was ſtoutly aid, 
And Conſtant I reſolv'd to hate; 
My heedleſs Feet my Mind betray'd, 
And brought me to the uſual Gate: 


That cruel Gate, and us d to ſcorn, 
Where I have lain, and lain deny'd; 

Where I whole tedious Nights have born, 
And craz'd wy Health, and bruis'd my Side. 


Lyciſcus now, of greater Charms _ 

Than all that grace proud Woman-kind, 
Doth gently force me to his Arms; 

— he * my Mind: 
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Great Thetis' Son, the: Pride of Man, FX veer 700 wen in 
Obſerve, 1 9 e e: * 
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Thee, thee for Troy the Gods Ach} + rot 
Where Simois' Streams do phy, Es 
Scamander's thro' the Valles: Twine, 11 
| And ſoftly eat their wife Way: r 
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And there thy Thread ur Lis mug 
Dran oer the Trojan = 

In vain her Waves ſball Therks ſend, 

To bear bas Tack to 9 — again. | 


Therefore, great Son; my cPrcopts i Es 
let Mitth, and Wine, TE. A 14 f 
And merry Talk, divert thy Care —4 e 
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Loney ys + making the Tanbicks which be bt 
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OU ask, My Lord, why lazy hath ſpread | 
A dark livin Wray a | 25 4 
As I had drank forgerfu Lautes Sceam Stam; . 4: 
This the Complaint I am- 82 to "Ou 4 
| Like Death it piezces thro ry Ear: — AFa 

A God forbids me, (ah #etud God, * wes Ss 
Regardleſs, Sir, of what I vew wy © E [1 ot 
(To other things wy tae Mind he few) TO a * 
To finiſh wilt Fprothigd u-btt? me! 
Thus ſoft Anacreom for Bathyllus burn d. 
And oft his e ene ad: 
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Tho thou art rich as Miſers Dreams, 
And cho Pactolus brought thee all his Streams, . 
Tho famd P Arts be thine. 
Thy Face more fair than. Nires's, a, 
Tt thou thay moung. to: nl hee te Jo, 
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Where Chance diretts, or Wind hall drive : WF 
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But firſt let's ſwear we'll then retire . . © 
When Rocks tal float upon the Main, | +BY 
When lowly Fe ſhall pour his Cryſtal U © * 


Oer Alpine Tops, then we'll return; ' loPt 7 ' 
When Appennine runs out, and dee, 
When nimble Dolphin ee Wocds 
When wondrous L bat al ag e. 
Fierce Tygers E owing e, | 
The fearleſs Does ſhall court 1 711 
r wore tne ov root £445 + 
To this, and ſuch as cut off ſweet Return, 
When we have all-devoutly ſworn, G 8. 4 2 
Let's go, Curſt Town; bu ſoft 
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JONES Beaſts a Prey 


The Trojaw Matrons bore away, 


when Friam midi the, Grecian. lect . | bo 


Had fall'n at proud Achifles Eng 4; i 


by Corte leave, bi Mews 1 ry 


Receiv'd their former | dh 3: 218 70170 
Their Limbs, their Minds and Vgiee reſins 
They ſpoke, not. to their * 
Enough, enough hath vent my Soul. 
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0 Tar's and Tinker's lovely Tt 
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, by 


My Youth, m r 


And left pale Skin ſtretch d er the Baue: * 


My iy Head grows. white, it feels thy Bane, 

No Eaſe doth. lay me down. from Pain; 271 
Days urge the Nights, and Nights the Dey, 
Yet my folg Heart can find no Eaſe: . 

Now Tm convincd,. tis now confeſt 
Thy force hath, reachid my troubled Breaſt: 
Now I'm conving'e: by woedrous Harms 


My Head is ſplit with, Magick-Channg=, | 
My flow Belief I fadly mourn alot 


What more? O Earth, O Flood, 1 


| Not half the Heat lcides bore ©- -- u yen $09 


When fir'd by Neſſus'-poys'nous, Gow: 
Not half the Heat in Ama reigns, | 


That ſcorches o'er my moms.” * ET 


Yet ſtill you heat till Em cen sn 


To Duſt, and ſcatter d by che Wind: if, 5 ö : Fi 


What end of Pain? "What hope for Eat? 


Speak, Speak, II ſuffer Wat yan pleats / 
I'm eager to avoid my: Fate,” 15 n 


And ſatisfie at any rate: FI 11 1 


A bundred Bulls tall pay der Blood,” 
Or lying Verſe proclaim thee Go; 


Chalte, Modeſt, jut, ban ſh, appet; 6 451 
EO midſt Stars e 
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Great Caſtor, vex'd at Helen's 

With Blindneſs pay'd the railing + 

| Yet Pray'rs prevail'd, be head his Ces, 
And now | 


Or ke Kern WET, + 
Nor ſcatter Aſhes/6'er a Tomb; 
As chaſte as fruitful is thy Womb, 
And e er thy bn a/c 
Strunge erde, den at well gn 
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1 Deaf, I'm Deaf; thou beg't in vain; | 
Rocks beaten by the 2 Xt 5 
Not half ſo Deaf, will ooner hear (© © 
The naked ſinking Mariner: 267 nag 
Could'ſt thou ces Rites 1 LS 
Could Cenſuring ——— peo 
And fill the. Country b e 1 
At all my Arts obere Jangh, "aa "4 
In vain thou ſhalt, i Ith | ares? | mg 42G 
With precious Gifis the famous Witch; 1 10 1479 | 
In vain ſtrong Drugs ang Charms requite;* 2272 I 
Fate ſhall be flow to thy Deſire :- 7 WOE 03 


Ca 


Wretch, hated Life ſhall ſtill remain, ne 45.3521 ny, 


That thou might'ſt bear new I racks of Pain: | 


yy the Noo, hor rj va | 


Cort prying thou) — Moon, | 
Draw down the Stars from. Seats above, 


| l The End of th Lauda: od 
, tien 2 | | 


* +2 on dis * * 
| ATA: anne Ws 


. 


; ? I : F323 2 8 4 2 58 11 J r 
1 © 43g C 
i > 8 us * £4 2 4 
1 i; F 4 3 4-43 
US 5 LEES FE 7 
f T- : Y "FE | + 73 | 
en n 4 7 * n mo 
1 a2 "<4 A » + — 4 , 
La 3 Th #545 1 * 2 W 5 A Gt. TT 4 
FEES . K . Tx) #32 12 
. * 5 + I 8» . 1 4 L 13 C3 414 *. 
2 : 
: a 3 2 3 EE 5 1 
785 bet 13 18 WR 24) 2562 wilt 


— 


* | Ks THE 
1 8 3 


— 


v4 8 


* 


2 


* 


— 


0 


_— 


- * 
fi a 


7 


& 4 * Linbo3 


*UCAT 


L 


6 ff s £1] 


* 


r 


uE EN 


a; 


and God of Day 
z 
Vows we pay, 


to be bleſ 


* , IS > 
= | C 0 en Y 8 
; i 2 p 
* >» 
F 1 {+ 6 


* 
> 


= 


1 — 


of th 
ar us, W 

ins, 

have 


* 


8 * 4 
- » ] XS 
F 


Our Boys 
For ſo t 


Virgit 
Gods 


* 


to the 


Te SECULAR ODE. 1 


10 May Sol, whoſe-lits and early n . 0 Ye ; aaa 3 
wy Are ever bright aui ever new, run at ee 3 
My In all the Climates ho i er War 
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Th Even Ong with five rea. 
With Bleſſings crown the coming Age, 


And may as the paſt. Salto,” < 


Ceres her yellow: e eee e ee 1 
No noxious Vapous t che Con. Kt wot  »- 
Nor taint ehe Streams; nov Mal [the Air: inks | 
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Rome, by your Godliksi ecadutt.; rob; r n ak 
When to Etruria s happy Shore, x 12 . 

The Trojans, reſcu'd from theit bene 
Their Gods, cheir n 1 7 


Thro* Flames, ai by: Se and Land, 
And taught his Phrygians 2-0: mar he mort 034 / 
A People greater than 3 bor oft 


Ye Gods with Virtue. ble. the-Young, 7 - 
Secure the Old from Toil and Care: 4 a Fro þ 

Protect our State, our Race prolong 
And make us rich, and ger in Wr. 


Liſten, ye Pines 8 when Gefar-prays, r 
Whilſt Heifers at the Altar bleed; 3 28¹ 
Ceſar A Fern. ſball raiſe, 9 Ai 1 

ſucceed. 
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By Sea. and Land the Wes i Mee > ha 
— Shall humble to the Roman Pow'r;.. | 5 


| ſhall the Senate dread. ref 
Li Lans confine the Moor. ;j aer 
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SATYR 2 


Againſt the general Diſcontent of Mankind, none being 
| content with bis n Condition, fult thinking his Neigh- 


 bour happier, and jus word refuſe to change with him. 
2. Againſt Covetouſneſs. "Hi *. the —_ Man 


ft OE TT Eo 5 
1. BW 2 EE Comes CES this ge 
IST eral biene 0 
1 wi do Al leh u 
EDS SS " Chanes: hath ſent, 


* 
Their Neighbours Lots, and praiſe what they poſſeſs? 
The weary Soldier, now grown old in Wars, 
With bleeding Eyes, ſurveys his Wounds: and Scars; 
So en Ihe Trade of War began, 
r Z 


N 


The 
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The Merchant, when; the Wares and Winds are high, y 
Cries, Happy, happy Men at Ame 5. for why, | 
You fight, and ſtreight ones Death. or. | 
The Lawyer wak'dy, aud ding with.the dn, 
Cries, Happy Farmers that, can ſleep ll Noon, 
The weary Gliand thinks the Lawyer blaſt. 
n 
many Inſtances in erer State, 
mourn their oπͤĩ. © je tic ee 
Twould tire even bawling Fabia. 401 te. 
But to be ſhort, ſer, III adjuſt the Thing. 
Suppoſe ſome: Cod ſhau'd lays. —— 8 5 
You Lewyer een x 0 
You Soldier too ſhall be a Yerelant mad. 
Go, Go, and follow each his wiſhd-for: Trade: | 
How ? what d refuſe ? and di ſeontented ſtill ? 
And yet they may be happy if they will, 
—— —— Err 
ee n 
And angry ſwear he d never hear again? by 
No, they ſhoud vow, and. pray; {IN 


| Yet not to lamghs and let my Muſe be looſe, ak = 


As twere my whale! deſign to be jocofe, | 2 EY AT 
Atho I — dies when not moro: | 
And Arth commmends, . 
Thus Teachers bribe. their Boys with Figs and Cake 
To mind then Books, j theſe Things deſerve — 
A ſerious Come, let's now: be grave. 

II. The Seiler g- de bah Tradeſman cheats, 
And finds a thouſand. Tricks and choice Deceits 3 4h 
The heavy Ploeg contents the lab'ring Hd, 

The Merchums firives with ev'ry Tide and ind | 
And all this Foil to get vaſt Heaps of: Gold, - 

That they might live at Baſe when they are od: 
When they have gotten ſtore fur num rous Lear. 
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As the fall Ant 3 
And preaches Labour) gathers all ſhe can. 

And brings — Heap home 
« Apainſt the Winter, which ſhe' knows will come: 
For when that comes ſhe ereeps abroad no more, 
But lies at home, and feaſts upon her Store. 
But neither Heat, nor Cold, nor Ways reſtrain, 
Nor Dangers fright thee from kool hon $ 
Only that thou 'may'ſt'be the richeſt Man. 
Beſide, hat Pleaſure ean at laſt be found 
In 9 Gold, — walker Ghound Þ 

Sir, ſhould I take one Farthing from my Heap, 

Thro that ſmall Paſſage is wait all eſcape 3 
For Wealth hath Wings i . 
Why, what is Treaſure for, but to be ſpent ? 
In thy vaſt Bene great Haren of Corn: do lie, 
Yet thou canſt eat perhaps no more than I. 
The Sleves that bear the weighty Flad of Bread, 
With ſmall and burly: Loaves are hardly fed. 
They ſweat tis true, and with the Burthen yo 
But eas no more than he that carries none. 
Beſides, what difference pr'ythee is d to me 
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That feed no more than Natwye's Luxury, | 
To plough three thouſand Acres, or but Three pi 
Oh but _ ſweet to take from Barns well flor d; 
What, if you take no more than mine afford? 
Mine but half full ? why doſt thou praiſe thine more? 
r Ry 
If you would fill a Cup,” come tell me why; 
Why not from this- ſmall Spring that runs hard by, 
As well as from that yonder rowling- Flood; 
Since this will give enough, and quite as god? 
For hence whilſt eager on their «/eleſs Prey 
— 
Hs Life ff, ad 0 is be 
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nut moſt are loſt in à Confounded Cheat, (great) 
They would have more, for when their Wealth is 


They think their Worth as much as their Eſtate : + 
Well then, what muſt we do to . | W 
why, let him, *tis- his Will to be' undone, 
Since he, as the Arhernian Chuff, will cry, 1 
The People hiſs me, True, dae Gier f AL, 
Let the poor Fools hiſs me whetete er I come, 
[ bleſs my {elf to ſee my Bags at home. 
Poor wretched Tuntalus, as Stories tell, 4 
(doom d to the worſt, the curſed'ſt Plague i in 100 
Sands up Chin-deep in an o erflowing Bowl, 8 
But cannot drink one drop to fave his Soul. 
What, doſt thou laugh ? and think that oP art free . 
Fool, change the Name, the Story's told of thee : _ 
Thou watcheſt 'o'er thy Heaps, yet midſt thy Store 
Thou'rt almoſt ftarv'd for Want, jp ſtill art Poor : 
You fear to touch as if you robb'd a Saint, 
hed uſe nd mipe i Twas Gold in Pn | 
You only know how ow hath may be aburd. 
3 th gate £ Ie ve 
buy thee Breag, "wil thee 
Whatever Maped . hood | 
But now to watch Day, and'wake' all Night, 
Fear Thieves and Fire, id be in dae Fright 5 | 
lf theſe are Goods, if cheſe are à Delight: 'D 
| am content, Heav'ns grant me Sleep and Eaſe, of | 
Ir theſe are Goods} I would be por of "theſe. 
22 I ſhould be fith ;* What ien? os 
Why, then the richeſt are the happieſt Men': wes 
— great advantages of , 0 © 
Twill make the Doctor ride, wid bring me Health: GY 
Twill get a Friend that may condole my Pain, WO A — 
4nd tell me that I ſhall do well again : 1 74 * 
Twill get a Nurſe, a burge, — my Life," eng: 
— | 
Pr'ythee, 


2 rep ne „ 
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Pr ythee, fond Fool, for this ne er eee 1 0 
For ſhe- ooh al- thor Lnopy thee Tajth then DEM + 2 


reaſon fince you your. 

18 0 Re gh your Child Children. wad py TH 

How then canſt thou expect that they ſhould prove. 

So kind to thee, when dey Lov? 
Why, to be Coverows,.. yet keep thy Friends, 


That Chauce. or that indulgent Nature, "2m 0 1 


It is a fooliſh Hope, abſurd and vain. 
As his, r 53 
And freely run à Race upon the Plain. 
Well, fix a bond at laſt to thy Eſtate; 


And then Lewe of when thou haf gotten: dar, 


And let not, as thou doſt encreaſe thy; Store, 


Thy Fears riſe too that thou ſhalt, ance be Poor... i | 


Act not Unaidies, (come, the Storys ſhort, | _. 


But tis inſtructiye, and tis known at Court :) . - Peg 


A Rogue as rich as if he had a Mine. 
He did not : N 


| (Well ſtruck v faith) Tb 
What then, muſt: I ſpend all? No, that's as bad: 
There's Co me | 


I TREO 8 8 = | 


No, there are Bounds, when. Nature ag 

Then fix'd, and all is good that lies within, 

And all without on either fide. is din. 
III. But to return to that where I began: 


Aue none e „ gs ? 


15 1 acid, 


"+ 4 * 

* * 
"IF" * 

P , 
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he none like him contented with their State, 
But rather praiſe and crave another's Fate? 
when others Cows'do give more Milk than his 
Is he not vext ? Doth be not pine at this? CO. 
Doth he compare himſelf, and doth he ſee : e 
That almoſt all are poorer far than he: 
Doth he not ſtrive to raiſe his vaſt Eſtate? © 
Fe richer no" than this Man, Hon rg OY 1 
Yet richer as he goes on, | 
And thoſe he müſt excel, or nothing's done. 

Juſt as our Racers, when they run the 8 

Sill keep their Eye upon the foremoſt Horſe, 

And ſtrive to out- ſtrip him; but never mind 

The {azy diſtanc d Jade that lags behind, - 

Hence tis ſearce any thinks his State is ble, | 3 


4 - #S. 


Nor when Death calls, like a contented Gueſt, 

Wil riſe from Life, and lay him doyrn to Reſt. 

But ſtay ; enough, and leſt mine ſeems as long 
A Criſpm's ellen Books, xl PE. 


A FN 


1, ound nd ns Aken dee, 
2. He be the Aen. W 2 

HE Players, Pimps and Hacbrs of the Town, ). 
The 'Rooks,. the Gameſters, all lament and d 
3 Igellius, that is dead and | * urn 
For he was a free Soul, a Prodigal, | * 
He had a fair Eſtate, and ſpent it all. 12 
Others, t avoid that Name, refuſe to 5 154155 K 
One ſingle Croſs upon 2 _—__ Friend-3 2 
e 7 | 
Now if you take the firſt to Task, and fay, - 


4% Thos , FF” 
2 ft Thow ſquander thy Eftate away ? * 


4 
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Aud waſte thy ancient Lands on 75 . i 


Aud borrow Mony to maintain thy Feaſts ? 
He anſwers ſtreight, I hate to confend, 
I have no ſordid, nor a narrow Mind; 

No, Ta free avd eee eee live” | 


Fuſidius rich in Mony out at Uſe, . 155 


And Lands, yet fears to be eſteem'd profale' * 


For five times double he will Sums ingage, 


And ſues Dung Heirs when newly come to Age : 


The greateſt Prodigals he preſſes moſt, _ 
And lends them Mony till their Lands are loft. 
Who, when he hears all this, wou'd not an 
Good God! Vet thus lie damns himſelf for Gain. 
And one would ſcarce believe à Man for Pelf 
« Shou'd be fo great an Enemy to himſelf: 
That he, in Terence, when his Son was gone, 
Tho? he laments, and cries he is undone, 
| Man the Sun can fee, 
Yet liv'd not half fo bad a Life as he. 
And all this proves, hilt, Fools one Vice, condemn, 
They run into the oppoſite Extream. 
Maithin with Gowns belovy his Heels is grac'd; 
Another Humoriſt tucks them to his Waiſt : 

ſmells like any Civet Cat, 


Gorgonins like a Goat, or worſe than that: 


len keep no Mean; one, when his Hod boil ) 

ill take/a Maire büly for his Whore, © met. 
While others all but common Fades s refuſe, 8 25% on * 
They fly the ſober Whores, and rake the Stews: Nut e 
A certain famous Bully of the To-Ʒ lr.) 
When he did leave the Stews; was often known: 5 


To uſe old Catos Words, Go bravely „: 


Here our hot Youths ſhould come to cool their 2 
And never e the n Dame: 


4 
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But Cupien ſays, I'll not be prais d for this, 
That Cupien that admires a Matron MiG. 
II. Now you that wiſh theſe baſe diner . 
And Puniſhment as bad as is their Will; 
| Muſt needs be pleas d to hear my XMwſe explain, 
What ſmall Delight they with great Danger gain, 
P ͤ ING 
For one found faulty with another's Wife, 
Muſt bom 4 Window leap to fave his Life: | 
Another's finely kickt, and jilted too, ST 
Or taken, bribes the Slaves to let him go : 
* thrown into the Common Shore, 
There ſtifled, and a thouſand Miſchiefs more: 
Another's ſmooth'd, his dancing Days are gone, 
And All, but Galba, ſay twas juſtly done. | 
But come, let's ſee nowe how the Matter falls, 
It Lafer Trading with the Abigals, . 5 
Whom Saluſt ſo admires, and ſo adores, _ 
As much as thoſe that uſe the marryd Whores? 
Now did not this Man make his Gifts too great, 
But fit, and equal to his ſmall Eſtate, - 


He might be counted kind, preſerve his Name, por 


Not ruin his Eſtate, nor loſe his Fame: 
hut what ce dae He be 
He knows no Marron, and he tempts not one : 
Or as Marſens, whom a jilting Whore,  - 
An Afreſs, had undone, and made him Poor: 
Methinks, {aid he, T lead a Civil Life, 
I never meddle with another's Wife: 
ap, but with fone a PO ad by tht. 
Thy Fame is ruin d more than thy Eſtate. 
Is it enough to ſay, when Faulis are done, 
I did it not with ſuch, or ſuch a one; 
And not take-care to ſhun the Aion ſtill, 
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And ſcandalous in its {elf ? ; e 
Thy Fame, or thy Eſtate is ſuch a nk! 

"Tis bad en whomſoe er you loſe it all, 

Or Matron, Common Whore, or Aen. — 

Young Villius he to Syllus Daughter kind, 

Almoft a Son- in-Lawo, ſo oft he ſinn d. 

This Rule hot flimding- — 

Being jilted, beaten; Aabd'd, kickt out of Door, 


Whilſt poer Longienus claſpid the jihing Wor, th 


Suppoſe his Whore-Pipt now being vert at this, 

Should ask hifi, a En 4 Noble 22 fon: 
A Whore of 

No, I had ben content with memer Game : = 
What Anſwer cou'd be given? What be faid ? 
Only, forſooth, She was a Noble Maid: 


But how much better Nj es Laws provide, nated 
How great the Gifts beſtow'd, how * 2 ? 


If you diſtinguiſh well” if well | 

Nor Things forbide# With the ws join : 

Is it all one? can-you no difference ſee \ 
Whether the Fault be in the Things, or Thee + F 
Then tempt no Maron, for ſuppoſe you 3 | 
The Sweet is little, but immenſe the Pain: 

"Tis true, her coftly Aw cout our Eye, 


But yet She's not möfe fot, "move plomp her Thigh. 


No, tho ſuch Gems as ſoft Coriithper wore, 
She does no better than a ling Whore, 
Beſides, her Trade is fair, I like it well, - 
she freely ſhows hate er ſhe Ras to el: Ge 


And you may turn her, and view ev'ry fat, {3 


And ſee that all is Nature, and not Art: 


She does tt bon het ben to wagt the Er, FS 


And ftrive to corer 4 Diforinity," , 

All's ſeen, and if you ike i, you ray buy. 
Our Fockys, when a Horſe is ſet to ſale, 

Take off the covering Cloaths, and look on all ; 


— 
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ts ebe ny Flame: 2 heh 


«K „ . ward hoped 


hs n G — 1 


* " 4 . 
_ 0 
F 4, } 
89 
92 


4s ele Pr, But Fells thine Which fle, 


— 


STN U. Bee * 


a Well ap d Neck and cleanly made 
uy y Chaprttan be at laſt bettay'd, - el . " 
And ys a ſpa ſpaviti'd or a fbuhderd 1 Wk Ch N 
This Care is good; . c 
2 do view a Gar, e. 


But Kare 's, — Female ke Bal of the Ton, 
For all the teſt is cove With the Gown. + — 
But if you'd taſte, for that doth raiſe thy Heat, Md 5 
A dainty but forbidden Biſn of Meat: N 
There are a thofatid Stops; a thouſand Spics; 
4 Chamber-maid; 4 Foot-boy's curious Eyes 
Theſe muſt be feed, "id each will claim his Share: A 
Befides, a Gwen ddtk Hide the precious Ware: al 70. 1 
But now a x Girl is freely ſhow's, 
You ſe her naked, or almoſt as 
Her Coats are thin, and yo = kay oy 
E fait her Walt, Pert gud, fk p fe be — 
There's free adrifion to the Gap lar ff 
Wou'd you be chened? the Occaſion's gb. 5 
Since you wü buy e you fe he Ware 510% 
But 'as & Huntſman io bes to chute his x | 7 
But would wht” babe ir if -it Jay in, way 5 * 
”— uch, when taught,” enjoys with More bn, 

the Nil eucyensi bis Appetite : 
27 m Tour, it doth wh Kor 45 f 


What, cant thöu thitik that this ! erſe ca 
Thy wild Deſires, that this can quench thy Fame? 
doth not Nature ſteady Rules ordain, 
fd Laws which ſhou'd hy wildeſt Wiſh contain, 
Jed which divide the ſolid Goods from vain ? 
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| Doth ſhe not tell, what ſhe wou d have ſupply d, 


VUnbutton d, and barefoot, to ſhun the Shame, 


Then leave the marry d Women, be 2 
Tis ig ask Fal. cle. to be . 
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And what the ganpat bow t9 be end 

— Thirſt doth burn thy Throat, and call for Ea, 
ill nothing but a Golden Goblet pleaſe? 

P 9 

Is all refus d but rare and dainty Meat? Wes 

Or when thy Loſt. calls for a ſpeedy: o, 5 

And thou haſt ready a mean Girl, or Boy, £1 

What ! — bura than thoſe employ 2 

I'm of another Mind, Im not { nice, 

I love a Mi, that comes at eaſie Price: il 

And ſays, Tes, when my Husband s out of Doors, . 

Or, Sir, One Guinea more, and I am yours : | 

Says Philodem, let patient Eunuchs court 

Such formal 1 Im for quicker Sport: n 

J love a NM that flies into my Arms, "TP 

And ſets at cafic rate her tempting Charms, 

Let her be ſtrait and fair, of comely Grace, 

And let her bring no more than Nature's Face: 

While we embrace, while ſne my Arms does fill, 

She's my Egeria, or whate er I will. 

Then Ill fear nothing, for no Harm can come, 
ad jealous Husband is returning home, 5 
o Doors broke open, or the Servants mird. "th 

While ſhe, poor Wretch, ſtarts from my Arms amal. 
And, with a guilty Shriek, cries, I'm undone ; 
Oh now I'm caught, and all my Jointure's gone! 
(For that's the Puniſhment of — Whores) 
Whilſt I, poor guilty Rogue, ſneak out of Doors, 


And fave my Purſe, my. Fleſh, or elſe my Fame: 


41 11 


SI , 
1. He ** Tigettvs E Songſter, an Enemy- of 3 | 


a moſt unſettled” Fellow. 2 — quickly ſpy Lo 


Faults, bus cannot fee gde; own. 3. Faults of Friends 
wld be extertuated.” TT EI Opinion, 
* all n are 8 


HONG Tick Baud. our or Ses all agree, 

Of this one Fault, not one of them is free; 
kk them to Sing, you cannot have one Note; 
No, they have gotten Cold, or a ſore Throat ; 
But unrequeſted then they ſtrain their Voice, 
ind trouble all the Company with their Noi. 
This Humour hath Igelliut often ſnowon; 
F by his Father's Friendſhip-and his own, + 
Ceſar, that coud command, did beg a — _ 
"Twas all in vain; he might have held his Tongue: 
Yet take him in the Vein and he would ſing 
rom Morn till Night, 4 Health to Charles our King : 
Sometimes to queaking Treble his Voice would raul, 
Then fink again into the deepeſt Bae: 
moſt unſettled Fellow, he woud rnn 
W if he fled a Robber, or a Dunn 
nd ſtreight as in Proceſſion gravely. go, | 
ow with two hundred Servants, now but.two, io! 
Sometimes he'd talk of Herdes, and of Kings. 2 
In mighty Fwelling - Numbers mighty/Things . | 
nd then again, ler gracious Furtune give 
little Meat, ani Dyint enough to live < 
3 Coat ro lep out Eold. preſent, ; 5 

tis thitk and courſe; yet: Im content. 
ct ＋ ſparing ching, this Moderate, | | 
Mus Man of r e 2 JE 


I 
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well then go on, purſue thy mean Deſign, "Wh T 1 


Or Thorns, or uſeleſs Fern, will quickly yield. | 
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In nine Days time tis ev'ry Penny gone, 

And he's grown Poor again, and is undone : 

He wakes all Night to Sing, to Drink, and Play, 

Then goes to Bed, n . 

No Man's Deſigna like his do diſagree, 

None lives ſo contrary to himſelf as he. | 
II. Ay, but fays one, have you n aur ile thi 

Yes, Sir, I have, perhaps as grrat at hst: TY 


3 341 Hi 


When Menius rail'd at Novius, how, a. one, 

Doſt know thy ſelf, or think thy Raule mum i \ 

Ay, bur ſays Menius, I forgive m own < : (1 4 
This is a fooliſh,” and a wicked LovVB e, reds Jo 
And ſuch as ſharpeſt Satyrs could prove; N a 
When thou art Blind arid Senſeleſs to thine on, 


Ho doſt thou ſee thy Friend's: Diſeaſe fo Ms. 1611 bf 


That ſcarce a Serpent can ſo quickly; N 1 
Nor any Eagle hath ſo good an Eye? 


As thou doſt find their Faults, ſo they will thine; 2 
Perhaps he's pettiſh, and he's apt to Rage, of 
He cannot bear the Rallery of the Age; 

Perhaps he doth not wear his Cloaths * 

His Shoe is not well made, nor fats it Mell: 171 * 
He may be flouted, and be jeer d for this 1 Sod 
Yet he's an honeſt Man as any is:: HE 1957 e of 
He is thy Friend, and tho the- Cie ber foul... 
It holds a learned; and A noble Soul. TITS vi 
Laſtly, look o'er thy ſelf with: frifteſt Ce, +34 
And ſee what Seeds of Vice are rooted. there, 5 
What Nature plants, and vrhat ill Cuſtoms er, 

This Search is good; for a neglected Field, 


III. well, let us bring our ſelvas at laſt co this, 
As ardent Lovers when they court a Miſs ' 
Or ſpy no Faults, -or love thoſe Faults they ſpy, 
Thus .Agne's Polypus — Balbine's Eye; 


I wiſh 


vi 
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1 wiſh this Error in our Friendſhip reign'd, _ 

Or had the Credit of a Virgin gain d, 
As Fathers hide Sons Faults, or elſe commend, 
We ſhould: excuſe the Failures of our Friend : 
A Father that hath got a Squint-ey'd Boy, 
Cries, what a pretty Caſt adorns my Foy ! 
And calls his F ates 2 that's often ſick, 
As that Abortive Sj „ his Chick: 
Is one too Cloſe ? — af bis Fame, 
And call him Thriſey, tis the ſofter Name: 
If he will brag tao mach, if he is vain, 
Then ſay he is a brisk and merry Man : 
If he will rage, if he will rudely flout, 
Then fay he is a downright Friend, and ſtout: 
If he will Huff, his airy Soul commend; = 
Aud this I think will get, and keep a Friend. 
But we, unkindly and perverſely nice, 
Do turn their very Virtues into Vice: 
If any lives a ſober honeſt Life, 
puts up Affronts, and ſhuns diſturbing Strife, 


A Mean, we ſtreight exclaim, ad Coke Sen] - 
And one that's: low, we call a thick-skull'd Fool: 


Another in theſe evidencing Times, 
When Envy loads our honeſt Men with Crimes, 
Les unſuſpected, and, with prudent Art, 
He keeps himſelf fecure on ev'ry Part. 
Inſtead of Wiſe, of Provident, and Grave, 
Oh he's a cunning; and a crafty Knave: 

H any Man (as I have often done 

To you Mecenas, and now freely on) 
Impertinent Diſcourſe or Queſtions _ 
Or jogs Another while he reads or fing 

Or fits a muſing upon other Things; 
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Ve ſtreight grow mad, we'll hear no juſt Defence; 


rox, he's Ds and wn evi cornmon: Sends 3 
I 2 
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What Cuſtoms, ah ! what Rules have Men delign'd? ; 
And how unjuſt, and to themſelves unkind 1 
There's none but hath ſome Fault, and he's the beſt, 

Moſt Virtuous he, that's ſpotted with the leaſt : | 

A kind good-natur'd Friend, that ſtrives to prove 
And know the Man that he intends to love, 5 
And weighs my Virtues, and my Faults, tis juſt 
(It happily my Virtues prove the moſt) | 
To let that Scale go down; and if on 2 6 f 


He'll be a Friend, Pll bate ſome Things amiſs, 

Aud make the {ame Allowance in weighing his: 
For thoſe that wouid not have their Sores offend, 

Muſt not diſguſt the Pi-ples of their Friend: 
And tis but: juſt, that he that hopes to ind 20 
A Pardon for his Faults, ſhould be as kind, 7 
And give the Itke, and with a willing Mind. 
IV. But now ſince Paſjion's rooted in our Souls, 

As other Faults that: ſtick ſo cloſe to Fools; Fri 
Why doth not Reaſon poiſe and mend our Thoughts, 
And ſee our Rage proportion'd to the Faults ? 
When Supper's done, a Slave removes the Diſh, 
And ſpills the Broth, or elſe lets fall the Fiſh ; 

Now ſhould the Maſter ſtab the Slave for this, 

Wou'd Labeo's Madnels be as great as bis? 

But how more mad are we, and more ſevere ! 

Our Friends but little, and but ſeldom err, 
(And ſuch ſmall Faults good Natures ne er reſent ; 
They fin as Men muſt do, and may repent.) 
But yet for this we hate, for this we: ſhun, * 
As Bankrupts, Druo, the notorious Dun; a 
Who, when the Calends come, ſeverely ſes: | 
And if the Debtor doth not pay the Uſe, 

He's clapt in Jay], and hears a tedious Bill, 

A killing Scroll, Item, and Item; ſtill. ::: 
My Friend got drunk perhaps hath foul'd my Bed, 
or we a Cup * neat * made, 


SATYRIIFE Book II. 
Or ſnatcht away a Chicken from my Plate, 
And muſt I love my Friend the leſs for that? 
What ſhou'd I do then-if he prov d unjuſt, 
Refus d. to-bail me, thiev d, or broke his Truſt? 
Thoſe that hold Vices equal, ſeem diſtreſs d. 
When leaving Sopbiſtry they come to th Teſt: 
This Fancy doth with Law and Cuſtom fight, 
| And Inrereſt too, that ſpring of Juſt and Right: 
when Man firſt crept from Mother Earth's cold Womb 
He was a miſerable Thing, and Dumb; 5 
Then they for Acorns fought, or for a Cave, 
| With Nails, then Clubs, the Arms that Nature gave: 
| And next with -Swords,, which ſad Convenience found, 
1 And Malice taught them they were fit to wound : 
„ Till Words and Names for Things, and Laws began, | 
| Aud civiliz d the brutiſh Creature Man: | 
Then they built, Towns, and ſettled Right and Juſt, . 
And Laws to curb our Rapine, and our Luſt: 
For long ee Helen's time, the falſe, the fair, 
A Woman was the ſtinking cauſe of War; 
They fought, but fell unknown, like: Beaſts they ſtray'd, 
Lach caught his willing Female and enjoy d: 
Till one more ſtrong kill'd him, and was preferr'd, | 
Juſt as the greateſt Bull among the Herd: 
Look o'er the World's old Records, there's the Cauſe 
"Twas fear of Wrong that made us make our Laws: 
By Naked Nature neer was underſtand, _ : 


What's Juſt and Right, as what is Bad and Good, 
/ What fit and what unfit for Fleſh and Blood: 

Nor Reaſon ſhews to break a Garden Hedge, 

Shou d be as great a Crime as Sacrilege: 

Let Rules be fixt that may our Rage contain, 

And puniſh Faults with a proportion d pain: 5 

And do not flea him, who deſerves alone 

A Whipping for the Fault that he hath done: 
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For I ne'er fear that thou wilt prove too kind, 
To too much Pity viciouſly inclin'd, 

That canſt bold Vices Equal, and believe - 

To Rob's no greater Crime than tis to Mieve; 
And who wou'd puniſn all with equal Hand, 

| If thou wert King, and hadft the full Command: 

If he that's wiſe and skilful in his Trade, 
Tho” but a Cobler, muſt be neatly made, 

Be rich, be fair, be handſome and a King; 

Why doſt thou wiſh for't ſince thou haſt the thing? 
But what Chryſippus ſaid thou doſt not know, 
No wiſe Man yet did ever make a Sho, - | f 
And yet the Cobler's a wiſe Man; how. ſo? 

Why, as Hermogenes, tho he holds his Tongue, 
Is skilld in Muſick, and can ſet a Song; 

And ſhuffling Alſen, though he loſt his Awl, 

And threw away his Laſt, and ſhut his Stall, 

And broke his Threads, yet was a' Cobler ſtill. © 
Thus cv'ry Tradeſman, if he hath but Skill, 

Is wiſe, and therefore only King: but Nay, 
Unleſs you uſe your Club, with wanton play 
The waggiſh Boys will pluck thy formal Beard, 
Thou ſhalt be kick d, derided, ſcorn'd and jeer d, 
Till thou doſt burſt when Rage or Envy. ſtings, 
And ſnarl, thou greateſt King of mighty Kings. 
In ſhort, whilſt thou a King ſhalt walk in State, 
And only fooliſh Criſpin on thee wait, | | 
| To get a farthing Bath, I-nobly live, 

The Faults I Fol commit,” my Friends . 
And I as eaſily will pardon theirs, 

And fo II live ſecure, and free from Cares, 

A bappier private Man, than thou a —_ 
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becauſe. they know. they deſerve the Reproo 
"ka Saryr be @ Species of Poetry. 4. A De- 
| fence of lis omm Writings. 7 The, manner how his 
Father Fred inns 1Vietew: raked | 


I. NATIN * Enpolis, that laſh'd the Age, 
. Thoſe old Comedian Furies of the Stage 3 
n 


they were to deſcribe ia vile, unjuſt, 
d cheating Knave or ſeourge a lawleſs Luſt, 
Or other Crimes; regardleſa of his Fame 
They ſhov d the Man, and boldly told his Name. 
This is Luciliuss way, he follows thoſe, | 
His Wit the ſame, but other Numbers choſe. 
I grant he was a ſharp and ready Wit, 
But rude and wacorref in all he writ : git 
This was his Fault, he haſtily would Rhime 4 5 
(As if wede-dack a vrondroas:Thing in hin) WW 
Two hundred tedious Lines in one Hour's time. 
Yet, when, with force, his muddy Fancy flow d. 
Some few pure Streams appear d among the Mud: £ 
In writing much tis true his Parts excel, | | 
Too ba for the Task of writing well. | | 
hut grant that rare, what then ? Criſpinus ſays, | 
Tou talk of writing, Sir, you claim the Bays 3 
wagon mpg nt nat "SA dip 1 20 
| e Wager be as little as gon w e 
Here's Pen and Ink, and Time and Place, let's try, 
Which can write moſt, and faſteſt; you or I. 1 
Thanks Heavin that made me flow, and gare a En ot 
That writes but little, and but now and then. 75 
But you, like Bellows, till the Gold's reſin d. if 
e 7 mh 
14 II. Fan- . 


200 SATYR-IV. Book I. 

IT. Fannius was happy, whom the publi ck Praiſe 
Preferr'd to Phabus? Shrine, and crown'd with Bays ; 
But few read mine, and few my Books Res 
nh And I ſcarce dare to-publiſh what I Write: 

1 Few like this way, for moſt know well enou "I 
1 That they deſerve, and fear my juſt 5 8850 N 
— 6 Take any at a venture midſt the Crowd, i" 
140 And you ſhall find him covetous or proud, [ 

One marry d Whores, another Boys defies, 

One Silver s white, and Alpius Brafs admires s 0-1 
| Another runs from Eaſt to Weſt to cheat, 
IR Like Duſt by Whirlwinds toſt thro" Storms of + Fa 
| And all to keep. or better his Eſtate. | 

All theſe hate Poets, theſe do fear our Nimes, 

Look he's flark mad, they cry,” fiy, fly betimes 3 ID 
He ſpares no Friend, he will 25 the beſt, 
So he may laugh himſelf and have his Feſt: 
Aud then whateer he writes flies o er the Town, 
To Pimps, to Hectors, and to Gaineſters 21 8 
To ev'ry one he meets he tells the Tale, 


Now hear what may for. vother ſide be ſſmmmꝶn; 

III. Firſt, Im no Foer; for to make me one oY 
] *Tis not enough to fetter Words 3 in Nime, 
I And make a tedious and a jingling Chime'z - © © 
1 And chiefly ſince my numerous Feet encloſe off 
Such plain familiar Talk, and almoſt Proſe's = - © 
10 No, he alone can claim that Name, that writes 
io With Fancy high, and bold and daring: Fees": 

| And {ings as nobly as his Hero fights. > ? 

And therefore ſome do doubt, (though ſame de) 
If Comedy be Poetry or no. 
Beeauſe it wants that Spirit, Flame, — Mans, | 
"1 3 And, bate the Numbers, tis but plain Diſcourſe: 
4 ; Yet often there the careful Fathers rage, | 
41 de ſtorm, and ä Ws crack the wanbliay BY 
6 When» 
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Whene'er the Stripling breaks a Matron's Door, 
Or beats a Pimp, or courts a jilting Whore, 
And flights a noble Match; or ſtow'd with Drink, 


| By day EY e Bake > 
| And w 


not Pompon from his Father fear, 
Were he alive, a Rattle as ſevere? - -* 
well then, tis not enough to keep due Time, 
Obſerve juſt. Feet, and put plain Words in Rhime; 
for break the 29 — and the Verſe affords + 
But common angry Talk, and uſual. Words: 
Thus take what I, or what Lucilius writes, 
Tho now and then it ſtorms, and ſometimes. bites, - 
Invert the Order, and the Words tranſpoſe, - 
No ſign, as when you change, (When violent Wars 
Had burſt their Brazen Gates, and brake. the Bars  \ 
Of Poetry appears, tis naked Proſe. 

IV. But now enough, h, another time ſhall ſhow 
Ik 'tis a part of Poerry or no: 
For now I will enquire how Men would hate 
This way ot 3 Satyr, and for what: 
Capri and Sulce, thoſe Terrors of the Jayl, 


Loch hoarſe with pleading, walk the Common, Hall, 
Their green Bags ſtuff d with Bills, Indictments, Breves, 


A mighty Terror thoſe to Knaves and Thieves; 

But yet an honeſt Man, that keeps his Oath, 

Nor robs, nor ſteals, may ſafely ſcorn them boch: 

If thou'rt a Thief, as Cal rand Byrrhus are, 

Im not like Swlce or Capri, why do'ſt fear, 1 
And why dread me? My Book's not fet to Sale, 
Thumb d by the Rabble upon ev ry Stall, — 5 
The Raſcal ſcum, Hermogenes and All: 

| ſeldom do rehearſe; and when I do, | 

Im forc'd, becauſe my Friends will have it 1. 

but then in private, to my Friends alone, 

ot ey ry where, nor yet to ev ry one: 


8 Thou- 
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Thouſands th pobliek W rocite, 
And trouble all they meet with what they write: 
Nay vrhilſt they bathe, they ſtudiouſſy rehearſe, 
The Echo's raiſe the Voice and grace the Verſe; 
Thus act our Fops, and without Fear or Wit, 
Never confidering if the Seaſon's fi, 
Or Time convenient: Mell, but what you write 
Doth hurt Mens Fame, ' that's your perverſe Delight: 
Why this to me? Doth any Friend of mine 

Boldly affirm that this is my Defign® 

He that ſhall rail againſt his abſent Friends, 

Or hears them ſcandaliz d, and not defends, 

Sports with their Fame, and ſpeaks whatc'er he can; 
And only to be thought a witty Man, 

Tells Tales, and brings his Friend in diſcſteem, 

That Man's a Kzave, beſure beware of him. 

Set twelve to Supper, one above the reſt X 
Takes all the Talk, and breaks a ſcurvy Jeſt 

On all, except the Maſter of the Feaſt : 
At laſt on him, when frequent Cups begin 
T*unlock his Soul, and ſhow the Spight within: 
Yet him you count a Wag, a merry Soul, 

A pleaſant, innocent, and harmleſs Droll: 

But if I ſmile perchance, if T preſume 

To laugh, becauſe Rogfillus doth perfume 

That Female Man, or naſty Gorgon note, 

For ſtudied Filthineſs, and fmell of Goat: 

My Smiles are Satyrs, and whate'er I write; 
In me tis all Detraction, and tis Spight : 

In common Talk, as we have often done, 

If we diſcourſe how Peril ſtole the Crown. 
And you, as you are wont, his Caufe defend, 
He hath a Kindneſs for me, he's my Friend, 

My old Acquaintance he, hee is indeed, 

And faith Im glad at Heart that he is freed; 
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lid yet I wonder how ot: ſeapd; tis right. 
This, this is baſe Detraction, this isSpight:, 
This, if I know my ſelf, ne ler reliſit e.. 
My Books from this, Im ſure my Mind is free; 214 
Bur if ſome things appear jocoſely writ, - 
This you mult pa don, this you mult permit. THEE 
V. For my good eee he 
knd by Examples: taught me how to . ji (rob 
What was unfit, and what Was fit to do. 
For when he tutor d and advis d to Thrift.. 
And live content with that vvhich be haf let: 
Mark Byrrhus, he would fay; an Alpi's S, 
rum wretchedly they liue, nom they re undone ! 
Two fit Examples by unhappy Fates, | 
To fright young Heirs. from [quand ring their Eſtates: 
When he would fright me from a lawleſs Love, 
And Whores, he ſaid, n N. 4 
Like Sectanus, nor lead ſa looſe a Life, 
Aud ſeek ſtols Foys, and with another's wifes. | 
Uſe what the Laws: permit, and be advis d: 
Trebonius gor na Credit when ſurprix d: 
Philoſophers perhaps may ſhow the Gauſe, 
Aud talk of Reaſon, and of Nature's Laws, 
. jg fd be hr, ler der 
And why avoided ſome, and ſome deſi'd; 
But 'tis enough for me to form thy Mind, 
And leave it to the Ancients Rules inclin d; 
And while thou want'ſt a Tutor," keep thy Name, 
Ard Manners, ſpotleſs, and preſerve 4 Fame; 
For when a Man, then thou muſt wall alone, 
No prudent. Care to guide thee, but thy own 
Thus he advisd; — he'd have me do, 
He ſays, Look ed a one doth” ſo and ſo; 
And ſets a worthy Man before my Eyes. 
And when he would forbid a thing, he cries, 
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I not this bad, when ſuch and ſuch a One 
Is ſcandalix d for t over all the mn: ð 
Unruly Patients, when they chance to hear 5 
Their Neighbour's lately dead, begin to fear, vt 
Grow orderly, and check their . e erte 
So others ill Repute do often frigt 
Young Men from following Vice and falſe Delight, 
Hence tis that ſound from greater faults-T: 2 IMs 
But ſmall, and ſuck as Friends may well * 
I grant I have, yet eren thoſe grow less 
By my own Care, of —_— my Enendt Advice: bo Uf bal 
For when in-Bed; or Ir Walle alone: 
I uſually revolve what 1 have donammmamm 
This may be better d ſure, and this 3 
And make me greater, and # pleaſant Friend : r 
Sure this is bad, and this is not well dme; 
What, ſhall-F ac lite ſuch,” uud ſuch a _ 65 
All this I uſe to think on; when a 8, 270 
At leiſure times I write my fooliſh Thoughts, TY 
And this is one of thoſe my little Faults, D 
Which if you wont forgive, but prove ſevere, 
A Band of Poets to my Aid Fl rear, 
(For we can make a Band) and like the Fews, 
I'll force you take that dye vr now Ig 
Fx45\ LAW aa Ss 8 


8 A' T Eq R* 2 ; 
A Os er of his Journey 0 Rundum, with all the 


” various Occurrences in the __ 4.1 x8 


| 14 phe aue Runs T firſt began my way, | 
And reach'd Avricia's 'Town,' and there I 100 3 
My Company, as good as Man cou d 3 
The Law — OI Tho a pes r 0 
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we made two Days on't hither, tho moſt har one. 
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Then For um Apii, that's -a paltry Dorade on 5 ; 


With Tars and Pedlars throng d, and thee: Lans 


For to quick er & tedious Road, 

But if you W t tis pretty 

Here, cauſe the Water did corrode rn, 

And hurt the Stomach. I reſoly d ta taſty ß f 
vo envyid- «thoſe, that-fupp'd; no Night appears, 


had o'er thaklewv'si fponds Shades, — 


And then the Boys and: Tars began to roar, 

A Boat, a Boat, : fo; by, you Son of adVhore, | 1 
Pox, thou wilt ſin the Boat, enough, no more: 
And while they take the- Fare we Were to Pays - 
And tye the Mule, a whole Hour ſlips away : 
The Boat was full of Fleas, and thaſe moleſt, 
And ervaking. Frogs all Night diſturb d our Reſtz. | 
The Mule-man and the Boat-man fate. up late. wy 
Both drunk, and ſang a, Catch of merry Kevois 

At laſt the weary Mule- an rolld to Bed. 

With fiery Eyes, ſweln Guts, and aking Head... 

The Boat- man too reſolv'd to work no more, 


But ty d his Mule to graze along the Shore, 


Then fell aſleep, and there all Night did ſnore. 

And now tho Sun climb d o'er the Eaſtern HIll. 

And ſnowed the Day, but yet our Boat food il 

Till one, a farly Fellow, leap'd from far, 

And Back and Side he cudgelFd drowzy Tar: ro 
This made him work and follow. our Command. 

And fo at ten a Clock we came to Land: | 
Feronia was the Place, and there we dine; 2 Tu 
Thence three Miles farther to another . | | 
My kind Meranas was to meet me A 

With good Cucceius ſent on great Affair, 

On Embaſſies, twas their ghet Toll, 

To make new Friends, and Enemies reconcile: 
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And here, becauſe my nity did ee, 
I-dreſt my Eyes, mean while Lacan dime, 

Ccreius, Gupito and Font. 
That Fronto delicate in Mind and Face, 2151 08 9 
And great with Antony as any was 18 
At little andi we refus d to bait, 7 + 

But laugh'd at proud Ai, Pomp and Stat; 

A Scrivener lately, now with Mace and Gown: 

He huffs, and proudly Lords eee the-Town; 

To Formia next; there Oupito Meat _ ret} = 
Murena Lodging, ſo we n x ae 
The next Day was a happy joyful Day” 

For then at Siuueſſa re, 4 | 

Plotinus, Virgil, Varins too a 
All worthy Men, and my obli 
Oh how did we embrace! Wh 
A Friend s the dpareſt t a Man can have: 
Next Night near 1 — 


— We eee 


And there we lodg d; and as theE Ouſtorm ſtood, 

The Villagers prbiſented Salt and Wood: - | 
Next Stage was Capua, there we made a ſtay, 
We came betimes, Mec4nas went to Play, | 

Vigil and I t Bed, my Eyes were ſore. 
His Stomach fick, and ſo we both forbores- C200 Sh 
And next we reach d Coeceius Farm at Nite; Fo 5:2 
A pleaſant Seat, and ftor'd with all Delight: 6 S660 1] 
But now aſſiſt my Muſe, and now relate 
How two baſe Fellows quarrelrd, and for What: 

But firſt their Pedigree; the generous, brave, 
And valiant Meſſins was a noble Knave, | 

An Oſcian born; Sarmentus was a Slave. J 
Thus nobly born theſe two,” and nobly bred, 1 
Began the Braw]: Aud firſt Sarmentus fail, 1 0 
Faith, Meſſius, Thou art like an untumd : 


We laugh; Hell, well, * Maſi us, take "—_— 
wt, | | And 
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On evry Pimple, and on ev ry Wart, 
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And ſhakes his Head; Oh, were thy Horns not gone, 
How thou woulift puſh, ſince now when thou bf non T 
Thou threatneſt (0? bur that's n ſcurvy Place, 7 
Thoſe plaguy Sears thy byifly Front diſgrace. © $ 
uud then breaks many u Jeft upon-his Face, | 


- 


And bids him Mimick Polyphem ; No Ar, 
No Vizor thow dof neod, for thou art rough, 
Aub, Nature's given thee Uglineſs enough. © 


This Meſſius: ſtomachs, and replies again, 
' Wall, Sir; when will you tonſeerate the Ci 
Vu vom d the Last » now poure mighty — 


A Scribe, yet ſtill jour Ladies Claim is good: | 

But why I wonder ſhowdft thou run nway? | 
A poor thin-guatted Rogue; frere he might yy - > 

That feaſted on an halfepemy Lonf a Day. 1 0 

This made our Supper pleaſant ; thenes we rode 

To Beneventum, there our Inn was good: 

But whilſt our ſedulous Hoſt makes too much haſte 

To roaſt our Meat, and lights too firong a Blaſt, 

He had almoſt been burnt, the Chimny fir d, 


And Flames as hungry to the Roofs aſpir d: 


Then hungry we, and all our Servants came 

To fave the Meat, and Houſe, and quench: n 
Next Day the known Appulian Mountains riſe, 
Which hot ATabulus ſcorches as he flies 


70 paſs theſe Hills had prov'd too great a Toll, | 


But ſmall Fevicum gave us reſt a while 

We ſtaid, quite blinded in a ſmoaky Houſe, 

For all they had to burn was Leaves and 3 " 
Here I, poor, Noddy, half the Night or more 
Expected a forſworn, a jilting Whore; 

At laſt dull Sleep did blunt my keen Deſire, 

His lazy Hand ſpread o er, and check d my Fire: 
But then ſome wanton Dreams, too looſe to tell, 


Supply d her Place, and did the Feat as well, TE 
"5. +, 
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Thence four and twenty Miles in four Hours time, 
To a {mall place whoſe Name won t ſtand in Rhime: 
But yet by Signs tis v eas | known : 
Firſt then, the Water's fcarce o'er all the Town; ; 
The cheapeſt thing that Nature hath beſtow'd = 

Here's dearly ſold; the Bread is very good: 
This oft the wary Traveller approves, - 


And when he parts, he fills his Bag with Loaves: 


For none Can yields but griſty Bread, 0 


This Town was: built by valiant Diomed, 

The Nymphs averſe, tis like the former, poor, 
Nor can it boaſt one Quart of Water more: 
Here Varus left us, but appear d to be 
Concern'd to part, and all as much as he; 


Al very weary, for the tedious way 


Next Night we reach to Ri, there we lay, 5 
Was dirty, and beſides it rain d all Day: | 8 


Next Morn the Sky. was fair, the Weather good 


As far as Baris Town, but worſe the Road: 


Here we had Sport enough, and Cauſe.to ſmile, . 
For ſome that would 'our — Faith beguile, 
Would needs perſwade that in their ſacred Quire 
Sweet Incence burns without the help of Fire: 
Ay, let the Jews believe it if they pleaſe, 

Not I, I know the Gods muſt live at caſe : 


Nor when ſtrong Nature doth ſome Wonders ſhow, 


Can I believe they meddle here below: 
Hence to Brunduſium, there I left my Friends, 
And ſo my Story and my Journey ends, 


SAT-YR VI. n 3 


SATYR VE. 7 M ECAENAS- 
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J Aube Ss Vans are fild with Reyal Rlook, 2 
Thy Birth as noble, Family as . | 

As all Herruria boaſts, you are not proud: = 
Arho thy Anceftors did Armies guide, 

by thy Father's and thy roar": "hl . 
Angie age þon co, mn | 
As moſt Men uſe to do, for Inſtance, me, 8 
Whoſe Father was a Slave, and lately free. 
For you believe, and you are right in this, 
No matter hence he comes, but what he is: 
No matter if his Race be low, his Bload 
le mean, if but his Aſind be great ed: 75 Lak 
kefore King Tullius time, by Birth a Slave, a "8 
4 thouſand Men of mean Deſcent were 8 
bd fild the Honours that the People gave; 
Bat noble Levin, though Valerius Sn, | 
by whoſe wiie Couduct this great State begun, 
When Tarquein they, the Laſfal and the Proud. 
Expell'd,) was never valu'd by the Crowe: 05.1 
The Crowd, thoſe Common Slaves to empty. Canes i 
That morg than the Deſerts regard the Name, 1 
Dazed with Family and gawdy Shows: | 
Then what ſhould We, what We the Wile propoſe, 
Ve that are thought a different Kind from arg 
hut at Elections grant the Crowd refule. 
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And grant the ſurly Cenſor Appius ſcorn, 
And ſhove me off, becauſe but meafly/barn,. .' 
Or elſe deſery'dly, cauſe I would be Brave, 
And ſesk a finer Skin than Natute gave 
| Fet Glory's ſhining Chariot ſwiftiy draws. TIS WET 
With equal Whirl che Noble and the Buſe. 
II. What Profit vas it, Dullius, — 51 
Thy once loſt Honours, ſpread thy gawdy Plume, 
And be a Tribune? Thence more Hate — 4 
More Envy roſe than when a Private Mann 
= when a Fool ſhall make a mighty ſtir, 
agger and huff in Golden Chain and bur, LF 
All Eyes ſtreight turn to the pnuſual State, 
And ſtudiouſly enquire; /WhatiFellow's that? 
What Family? As one that Thows a Face 
Pox'd, Meager, Pale, and ſuch as Barrus ey 
Yet would be Handſom thought. 'Where-cer He e 
The Ladies cry, Lock how the Fellow ſhows, = 
And ſtreight examine his Leg, Calf and Noſe? 
Thus when one thruſts hirmfelf upon the State; - 
And cries, Come, ll fuſtain the dae Heibi, X12 


The Empire and Religion be my Care, e DE 00 


Til manage nl: This makes the People dure, 170 14 


What was his Mother ? Of what Familiy? 

Or is he Baſe, his Sire of mean Degree? 

And what, Thall Baſe- born you, Sir, rule the Law, | 
Lord it o'er Citizens, and hang and draw? © 
My Collegue Novius, Sir, is mem to me, 
He's what thy Father wu, a Sluve made Doo, | 1 3 
What then, doth that enoble thy baſe Blood, 

Make Thee Aeſaln, Paulus, or as good? 

Yet did two hundred Drays, and all the Gerd 

Of two great Funerals meet, he brawyls ſo loud, 

That he would drown the Horns hd Trumpets: Noi 
| This pleaſes, we are taken with his Voice: 1 


This makes them ask What is he, whence — 


// Si mos a we „ ad >. © 1 „„ 


fe; 
Put 


| 4 * Cf EF: 7 PB 
SATYR VE Book I. zn 
III. But to my ſelf, the Son of a Freed Man, 
Whom envious Eyes and envious Tongues ney 8 
Becauſe, My Lord, T am: belov'd by you: . 55 
zut once becauſe I had 2 goad Command. 
And as a Tribune led a Roman Band. 
The Cauſe unlike, for thoſe that lg phe? 
To envy me, for Honours Chance can ſend, 
Yet may not be diſpleas'd that youre my Friend: 
Since neither Fancy nor the pop hr Voice, 
Pat prudent Care, and Worth doth guide your choice: 
And, Sir, this Happineſs I dare not own 4 
Was Chance, i for *twas not Chance that made me known: 
For Virgil did commend me to your Grace, 
And Varins often told you what 1 was? : 
When ſent for, Sir, in few and broken Words, 
In ſuch as Infant Modeſty affords, 
did not tell you my Deſcent was great, 
did not ſay I had a vaſt Eftate, ' 
But what I was; and your Reply was ſhort, 
& tis your Cuſtom ; ſo I left the Court, 


And to my Fields retir'd ; + n Mord 0 LI 


You ſent for me, and bade me be your Friend: _ 
And this I think is great, this makes me proud, 

That I pleas d you, who know what's bad from good, 
By Virtue; not by Nobleneſs of Blood: 

IV. If only little Stains do ſpot my Soul, oh 
(As perfect Beauties often have a Mole) , 7 
Tho I'm ſecrere e- rei a 
If none on me can truly fix Dilgrace, I 
if I am neither Covetous, nor Baſe; | 
If Innocent my Life, if (to commend 
My ſelf) I live belov'd by ev'ry Friend: 

I thank my Father for t, for 1 
His Farm but ſmall, the uſual ways forbore; 5 
tle did not ſend me to Sir Fabius School! | 
To arm me Arts, and make me great by Rule: I 

Such 
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n SATYRVI Boox 1. 
Such as our Great Megs. Sons and Nobles ſeek, 

With. Book in Hand, and Satchel round their Neck 
And meanly pay their Maſter by the Wok. +. 
But firſt. he boldly brought me up to Town, | 
To ſee thoſe Ways, and make thoſe Arts my. own, { 
Which every. Knight and Nob'e taught his Son: 
So well attended, and ſo richly dreſs d 

I walk'd thro' Rome, and thoſe that view'd me, gueſs 5 
T was a Man of Wealth, a Knight at leaft. 
Himſelf my carefull'ſt Guardian watch d me till, 
In ſhort, he ſo. ſuppreſs d the growth of Il, 
That (Virtue's hight) not only kept me pure 

From vicious Deeds, but ill Repute ſecure; 

Nor did he fear the Cenſuring World ſhould blame. 
His high Deſigns, or I be damn d with Shame, 

If after all his Coft I ſhould be made | 

A Common Cryer, or a meaner Trade ;. 

Or elſe, as he Fink, have poorly liv'd 

A mean Exciſe-Man, nor ſhould I have grievd: 
I owe more Thanks, and more Reſpe for this, ) 
Nor ſhall; Leer, whatever Fops adviſe, : 
Repeat; of ſuch. a Father, it I'm wiſe... 

Therefore as Others when the Haughty ſcom, 

Dyas not our fault we were not nobiy Born; 

I do not ſay, nor mind thoſe meaner Cares; 

My Words and Thou gbts are different far from theis, 
V. For ſhould kind Nature bid my Saul retire, 
So back. to Birth, and chuſe a noble Sire, | 
As great as Thought could frame, or Pride deſire; | 
Content with thoſe 1 have, let others chuſe, 

I would the Noble and the Great refuſe; 

And this is fooliſh, this a wild Deſign 

F'rh' Crowd's Opinion, Wiſe perhaps in thine, 
Becauſe I love my Eaſe, and Greatneſs fear, 

And ſhun a SEEK am not ug'd to bear: 
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ror ſtreight my ſmall Eſtate I muſt enlarge, | 
due more Men, and live at 3 Charge, 
Companions get, leſt N. in Fi Toven, 2 8 


The noble I, be ſeen to walk alone; 1 
More Grooms and Horſes keep, a Coach beſte * 
And all the coſtly Vanities of Pride: SP 

Now on my bob-tail'd Mule, all gular and fore, ae} 
My Wallet galls behind, my 'Spurs See 


Inde when-e'er I will, I ride at eaſe 

b far as ſoft Tarentum, if I pleaſe; © © 

None, as of Tullius Baſeneſs, ſhall of mine com POD, 2. 
on whom, When Prætor, as a noble Train, 

In the Tburtine Way five Boys did wait, 

uud bore a Stool and Flask of Wine j in State. 

| live, Sir Noble, I can juſtly boaſt, oe 
Fetter than you, and happier far than moſt: 5 7 
[walk alone where e er my Fancies lead, len + 
ind buſie ask the Price ot Herbs and =" * 

Thro' cheating Rome about the cloſe of Day 
| feely walk, T go to Church and pray, 

Then home, where I ſhall find a ſparing Treat, 

uud three ſmall pretty Boys bring up the Meat: 


Two Pots, one Cup, and equal to my fare 
A Cruiſe and Platter, all poor Earthen Ware. 4 
And then I go.to | 


ſult by a White tone Table ſtands, to ber 5 f 


to Bed, and take my Reſt, 


No guilty Conſcience frets, no Cares moleſt; 


No fad Remembrance of my former Crimes; 

No Suits to bid me be at Court betimes: | 
Where Mar/ya's Statue ſtands, and fears to brook 
The Fury of the younger Nyvius look: 

I ſleep till Ten, then walk or read a while, 

* Or write for Pleaſure, noint my ſelf with Oil, | 
Not ſuch as Narta pours, the Rich, the Baſe, 
Who robs the d dying N to TY 1 Face.” 
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But when that Heat invites the cooler Streams, 

I bathe, and fly ehe fury of the Beams; 

I eat not nn, 
To ſtay my Stomach, and keep Hunger off; 
This is their Life who are unloos'd from Fears, © 
Weighty Ambition, and its vexing Cares; 
This comforts me, this more Contentment brings, 


Than if my e. 1723 Race we Kings 


SATYR vu. 


4 Siolding Lan. dur 2 Perſius, and wer ſire 
nau d The . | 
flaws py 


How Wl. I paid Ru 
Surnam'd The. King, that baniſh'd. railing Huff, 
I think is —— , 
To all the Blind, and Barbers Shops in Town: 

This Perſius rich half Aſia did moleſt 
With Law-Suits, and the Ring amongſt the reſt: 
Bold, Impudent He was, and ſtill at Strife, 

And as malicious as the King for's Lin. 

Haughty, and ſuch a bitter ] 

That Piſo hardly could blow ud in in's 4 

Bur to return, when nought could calm their Rage, 
(For ſo tis ſtill when Two. great Souls engage 25 
Thus in Achilles and in Hedor's Strife, 


Their Emulation was as long as Life; | 
Becauſe they both were Brave, their Minds were great 


Their Courage equal, 


and alike their Heat; 
But when two Cowards, or unequal Focs, | 


As when ſoft Glaucus, Diomed did oppoie, 


The weaker yields, unable to defend, 
And gives the other Bribes to be his Friend. 


When Brutus Aſia rul d, this railing Pair 


( Not Byth and Bacchius were a Match ſo fair) 
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2 
Neben eee 
Au all were Stars benign. except the — 
The Dog- Star He, that; Star. that Paiſon . 
And ſheds malicious Lofuence dr o Bids, © 1 
Thus heedleſly ha: til Farad his Theme.. 


ks fierce and muddꝝ· as 
The King enrag d at this, and ſwoln with Hate 
Empties his Stomach ſtraight in Bullingſgate; + - 
The fineſt, Rhetorich the World hath _ 

The very Hide ef a Bawling, Clown. 

But Perſiuus netled with hn Ham Refhe. - 95 iy/ 
it aſt, Brutus, ſunes Thom art wont; 1 

Þ Murther Kings ; fon Heaven's ſake why! vo hit ; 
xy this wou prouia good and great en, . 
Prutus, thy ngh tobe an A of hn Yi 
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bow the Witches come D wouble him. 3. 


Pres JO Qs: 
I ON time I hy a of Wood, | 
Till Artiſts, Joubtfal for Mr as = 
A So}, or God; reſolv'd to make a God: 
o was made, and hence I grew ador d, | bo 
The Fear of ev'ry Thief, and ev'ry Bird: _ 
My Hook and 3 vaſt Pole the Thieves affright, 
ind keep the Garden ſafe from Rogues by 4 
My ghaſtly Head is crown'd-with ſtaring Reed. 
To Tg the Sparrows from che new-ſown Seed: 
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a2 SA TUR va Book L 
; II. This Plat, where now I Rand; Was = 
A Common Place of (Burial for the — be 
Here, by the —̃ — = 

The poorer Sort; and Spendthrifts Corps, were throw, 


got this Plat when they had ſpent on 
Tce Foor l. eng; Sree adde broad, 4 


As the Inſcri „ by Will beſtow'd d 
For Publick-U; 1 dh che Common Good- 
But now where 'only-frightful: Bones were ben, ail b 
That checker d with A ghaſtly/White Ho Green, 510 2 
Mecanas built at Summers ſoft Retreat 8 4 
The Air IS good, and tis a pretty Best. Eur) N 
And now I take but very little Cure 
For Thieves and Birds'that come and rifle hes; 
The troubleſome ¶itches vex me more than 2 
ſe Witches I. can never drive a ⁰üyj ; 
For when the Moon is up, each comes nd: _ 
Her pois nous Eerbs, or gathers Bones and Skulls, 
III. I oft have ſeen the HagiCanidia there, 
=; - Bare-foot, her Coat tuck d ſhort, and looſe her Hur: 
= With elder Sagana, I faw them run, 
J (They both were ghaſtly, pale to look. upon.) 

i I heard them howl, and faw the furious Witch, 
AF Whilſt with her Nails*\ſhe ſerap d a little Dirch, 
Tlöͤben ear black Lande, GH pour wal the Blood, 
bw | And call the hungry Ghoſts to take their Food, N 
Wl | The Ghoſts that ks to tell her what ſhe wou'd. 4 

: Of moll and Wax they made two Images, ; 
Ti 
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Which the Bewüch'd and Witches — e 
The Moll the greater to torment the leſs: 
The Wax was to | be-whipt, and ſeem d to bow, 
= | And there ſtoed cringing as it fear d — 

_ == One Herate invokes with dreadful Pray: 2 

= And one Tiiphone, and ſtreight they ear 

= Es er Sopens nd ebend bring the 
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he Moon skuld low, and as afraid to view 

This ghaſtly fight, behind the Tombs withdrew. 

Now if I lye let Birds diſdain my Reed, 

And come and perch, and dung upon my Head: 

Let me be ſpit, let me be piſs d, upon | 

By all the Rogues and Rafcals of the Town : 

Why ſhould I mention all I ſa or heard? 

How in their Ditch they hid a Tyger's s Beard, 

And Serpent's Tooth; how, with a — voice, 
The Witch and Ghoſt diſcours d? how harſh the Noiſe? 
How, by flow Fires, the waxen Form did waſte: 
And frighted I reveng'd my {elf at laſt. . 

For loud, as a blown Bladder when *tis broke, 

| ſtoutly farted from my Arſe of Oak; 

The frighted Witches ftart, and drop for fear 

Cmnidia Teeth, and Sagana falſe Hair; | 

Away their Charms and pois'nous Herbs were PORES 
lach takes her ambling Switch, and haſtes to Town, 9 
lt would have made you * to ſee them run. 


SATYR IX. 


The Deſcription of an Tmpertinent Fop that piaguu 1 
LE Horace in his Walks 5 


S I was walking thro the Streets of Rowe, | 

And muſing on I know not what nor whom, 
A Fop came up, by Name ſcarce known to me, 
He {eiz'd my Hand, and cry'd, Dear Sir, how dye? 

[ thank you, pretty well as Times go nN 

All Happineſs : T wiſh the fame to you 
But when he follow'd me, I turn'd wr cry'd, 

What farther Buſineſs, Sir? And he replyd. 
What, don't you know me, Sir? No faith: What; no? 
dme, Horace, now you jeft, Tm ſure you do; - 
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I'm a Scholar : Sir, Im glad of that, 
Iwill make me prize you at a higher rate: 
Uneaſie thus, and eager to be gone. 


Sometimes I walk'd but flow, now faſter on; 


My Foot-boy whiſper d now, and now I ſtopt, 
Now turn'd about, ſtill ſweating till I dropt: 
Ten thouſand times I ſoftly curs d my Fate, 
And envy'd deaf Bolanus happy State 
Whilſt he, eternal Clack, of all we meet 


Said ſomething, praiſing Houſes, Town and Street 


But when he ſaw me ſo uneaſie grown, 
And anſwer nothing; Sir, you wor'd be gone, 
But faith, Dear Sir, we muſt not part ſo ſoon; 


I love your Company, Tll follow flill, 


I muſt make one, Dear Sir, go where you will. 
"Tis too much Trouble for you, I delign, 
Beyond the Bridge, to ſee a Friend of mine 
Unknown to you, your-kind Attendance {pare, 
It will be rude to trouble you ſo far. | 
Sir, I'm at leiſure, I have Time to [| 


Aud I can walk, I'm ſure, to ſerve a Friend : 


TI go: And thus when no Releaſe appears, 
Like an o erladen Aſs I hung my Ears. 
Then he, Si, F 1-don't miſtake my Parts, 
Not Varius Mit, nor Viſcus great Deſerts, 

Can claim your Friendſhip half ſo much as mine; 
. of the Wits can write ſo ſmooth a Line, 


Which more than I, or which with greater Eaſet 


*Tis almoſt natural in me to pleaſe : 

Who can his Limbs to ſofter Motions bring? 
Herm might when I ſmg: 
And then he ſtopt a while; and I put in, 
Have you a Mother, Sir, or any Kin 
That wou'd be glad to ſee you? I have none, 


For, thanks kind e they all are dead and gone. 
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Oh happy they, and I the haſt remain! 

Come, pray Sir, quickly rid me of my Pain; 

For now the fatal Hour, the time is come, 

The Midwife told me when ſhe read my Doom ; 

She turn'd the Sieve, and faid, NorSword, nor Coughs 
Nor Poiſon, Plague, nor Charms ſhall take him off: 

Nor the Catarrh, nor Flux, nor Pox deſtroy, 4 
But an eternal Tongue ſhall kill the Boy, N 
And therefore wou'd he have his Life be long, 
When grown a Man avoid a talking To $ 
By this twas nine a Clock or ſomewhat — | 
And we to Veſia's Temple came at laſt, | 
And there that Day he had a Cauſe to hear, | ; 
And was to loſe his Suit, or elſe appear. 

Come; pray, Sir, as you love me, ſtop a while. 

faith, Sir, I cannot ſtand, nor have I skill A 
In any Point, and I'm oblig'd to go. | 8 


Well then, what muſt I leave my Cauſe, or You? 

Me by all Means: No, hang me if I do: © 

And fo march'd on; and I (with one too ſtrong 
What Man can ftrive?) look d blank, and ſneak'd * 
How doth Mecænas (thence his Chat began) 

Aelt you now? You are the ſubt leſt Man: 

lou make Hay whilft it ſhines, but take my word, 

To have another always near my Lord, 

And next to you in Favour, would ſecure _ 

My Lord's good Will, and make your Fortune ſure: 

Fix me the Man, and let them do their beſt, 

IU lay my Life amt, you ſhall rout the reſt. 

dr, you miſtake, that's not our Courſe of Life, 

We know no Jealoufies, no Bravvls, no Strife; 

From all thoſe Ills our Patron's Houſe is free, «© © 
None, *cauſe more Learn'd or Wealthy,” troubles me; 
We have our Stations, all their own purſue. - | 
Ti frange, n credible: And yet tis true: 
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This whets my 


Book l. 


Wiſh, Im eager for a Place: 
IT ſhall not 20 al Tan near his Grace. 


RO eee Fm ſure of good Sueceſs, 


He may be wrought on, if you pleaſe to preſs : 


But, Sir, at firſt he is of hard. Acceſs. 
Woll, when Occaſion ſer ves, Th play my "part, 


Tl [pare no Ca and Charge, try eury Art, 
Hang on his Coach, © wait on him, all. I can. 
Bribe, Flatter, Crmge, but I'm reſolud to gain; 
*Tis only Labour, Sir, can raiſe a Man. 

As thus he talk'd, a Friend of mine came by, 


Who knew the Fellow's humour more than I. 


We ſtop'd, and talk d a while, as How do ſt do? 
hence came pots, Sir, I 
Mean while I firug'd, a thouſand Signs I ſhow'd, 
L fqueez'd his Hand, and did whateer I cou'd, 

1 nodded, cough'd and wink d to let him ſee 

I ſtood in need of's help to ſet me free; 


He, cruel Wag, tho knowing my Intent, 


Pretended I of all I meant: 

I rag'd; at laſt, if little while age; | 

You had ſome buſmeſs, pray let's have it now. 

I mind it well, but, Sir, * Day, 

My buſineſs calls me now 2 different way; 

"Th Holiday, I viſit yonder Shrine, 

And muſt not mix Prophane with things Divine: 
I dont mind Holidays; but, Sir, I do, 

A little tender-conſcienc'd, Sir, I vow, | 
One of the Crowd, I go to Church and Pray 3 5 
Your pardon, Sir, we'll talk another Day. 

Did ever.tuch unlucky Beams arife! 

Ever ſo black a Day! Unkind he flies, 

And leaves me gaſping for a little Life, 

Juſt at the mercy of the Butcher's Knife: 


When lo his Adverſary cryd, Oh, Oh! 


Sir Raſcal, have ] caught you? whither now ? 


pray? And whither now? | 


Pri 
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ry, Sir, bear witneſs: Gladly I conſent; . 
e's forc'd to Court, and I as freely went: 
The People crowd and ſhout; but midſt the Stfife 


Hap, uy] heh fav'd' my Life... 
_—Y T. * R 5: | 


1. He. maintains the Conſure he bad. given of Lucilius.. 
2, Di 1{conr;ſes of Poetry. 3. Satyr is his proper Talent. 
4. He is content with 21 Praiſe of the beſt Fudges. 


i ELL, Sir, I grant I ſaid Luciliur Muſe 
Is uncocredt; his way of Writing looſe, 
„And who admires him ſo, what: Pings of his 
so blindly partial to deny me tis? 
«And yet in the ſame Page I freely own, 
* His Wit as ſbarp as ever laſh'd the Town; . 
But this one fort of Excellence allow'd, 
Doth not infer that all the reſt is good: . 
* For on the ſame Account I might admit 
* Laberias' Farce for Poems and for Wit. 
II. Well then, tis not enough to pleaſe the Crowd; 
nd make them laugh, to proye the Poem good: 
Yet this I grant a ſort of Excellence: b 
He muſt be ſhort, nor muſt he clog his Senſe 
With uſeleſs Words, or make his Periods long, 
They muſt be ſmooth, and fo glide o'er the Tongue: 
And ſometimes he muſt uſe a graver Stile, 
And then jocoſe, and he muſt laugh a while. 
Now like an Orator, a Poet now; 
Their different Virtues, and their Graces ſhow ; 1 
Now like a Gentleman, whoſe fine Diſcourſe 
Deſign dly eaſie is, and free from force, 
lnſtructive Mirth, and where a wagFiſh ſneer 
Doth hit the great Ones more than a ſevere. 
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This was the drift of all our Ancient Plays, 
In this they may be follow'd, and with Praiſe, 
But theſe Hermogenes (thoſe blund ring Heads) 
Scarce knows; and t other Ape- face never reads: 
Poor thick - skull d Sots, that ſing a Catch or two 
From Calvus, and that's all that they can do. 
Ay. but he's excellent; for many times 

He mixes Greek with Latine in his Rhymes. 

Dull Sots, to think that Poetry and Wit, 

Which e en the Rhodian poor Pitholeon writ. 

Aly, but the Speech thus mix d is neat and fine, 

Ils ſweet like Latine mix'd with Greekiſh Wine. 
But you, Sir, that can't think this Cenſure true, 
But doat on Lucill, I appeal to you, | 
Only in Verſe, or when you treat of Laws, 

Or plead, ſuppoſe, Perillus* deſp'rate Cauſe; 
Whilſt Pode and Corvin eagerly accuſe, IM 
Would you this mix'd, this Mungrel Language uſe; 
As twere forget your own, and Greet confound 

With Latine, like th' Apulians double ſound? 

When I, a Latin, once deſign d to write 

Greek Verſes, Romulus appear'd at Night; 

Tas after twelve, the time when Dreams are true, 
And ſaid; Why Horace, what do'ſt mean to do? 

*Tis full as mad the Greeks vaſt heaps t 'encreaſe, 
As tis to carry Water to the Seas. 

III. While ſwelling Alpin in his lofty way, 
Murders poor Memnon in his barbarous Play; 
Or aukwardly deſcribes the Head of Mine; 
This pleaſant way of writing Satyr's mine. 

"Tis not for Glory, nor to pleaſe the Age, 
Nor get the Bays, nor often tread the Stage. 
True Comedy Fundanus only writes, 

Pollio the Acts of Rings, and Noble Fights; 
Strong Epic- Poems Varius beſt can raiſe, 
And Virgil's happy Muſe in Eclogues plays, 
Natural, and ſoft, and juſtly wins the Bays. 


— 


— 
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In Satyrs I, which Varro tryd i in vain, 

And others too, may have a happy ſtrain: 

vet than Lucilius leſs I freely awn, 
 ] would not ſtrive to blaſt his juſt Renown; 8 

He wears, and beſt deſerves to wear, the Crown. 

Ay, but I ſaid his Fancy muddy flow'd, | 

And faulty Lines did oft exceed the good. 

Well, Sir, and is een Homer all correct? 

[5 he, Sir Critick, free from all Defect ? 

Doth not Lucilius, Accius Rhimes accuſe * 

And blame our Eunius s correcter Muſe 7 

For too much Lightneſs oft his Rhimes deride; 

And when he talks of his own Verſe; for Pride? 

Then what's the Reaſon that his Friend repines, = * 

That when I read Lucilius looſer Lines, 

[ try if tis his Subject won't permit 

More even Verſe, or if *tis want of Wit? 

But now if any is content to chime, 

And juſt put naked Words in Feet and Rhime, 

And write two hundred Lines in two Hours time, 


ks Caſſius did, that full o'erflowing Tide £ : 


Of Wit, and. who was burnt, (or Fame hath ya) 
With Piles of his own Papers when he dy d. 
well then ſuppoſe Lucilius was a Wit, 

His Virtues more than Faults in what he writ, 
Correcter than the Older Writers own, 

And that we Satyr owe to him alone; 

Satyr a Poem to the Greeks unknown, 

Yet did he now again new Life commence, 

He would correct, he would retrench his. Senſe, 
And pare off all that was not Excellence; 

Take pains, and often when he Verſes made, 
Would bite his Nails to th' quick, and ſcratch his Head. 
When you deſign a laſting Piece, be wiſe, 

| Amend, Correct again, again Reviſe ; 
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Ne'er ſeek the Crowd's unthinking Praiſe, delight 
IV. That few, and Judges, r * * — write, 
Ist thy Ambition, mean unthinking 
To be a Claſſick thumb d in ev'ry uh, Ae 
That's not my Wiſh, fr tis enough for me, 
As hiſt Arbuſcula was wont to lay, - 
Well, well, hiſs on, for ſince I pleaſe the beft; 
And thoſe approve me well, I ſcorn the reſt. 
Why ſhould I vex to hear Pontitius blame 
My Poems, or Demetrius carp my Fame ?. 
Or hungry Fannius, at Tigellins' Treat, 
Diſgrace my Verſe to . a little Meat? 
Let Plotius, Varus and Mecænas love, 
Let Ceſar, Virgil, Valgius all approve _ | 
What I compoſe; to theſe wou d I cou d joyn: 


The Viſci, and Meſſala's learned Line, 

And Pollio; and ſome other Friends of mine, 

Whom T for Modeſty forbear to name,. 

My good Acquaintance all, and Men of Fame, 

And praiſe my Lines, and I ſhould grieve to know: 
They do not pleaſe them, as I hope. they do. 

I ſcorn Igellius, and Demetrius Nails, . ; 

Dull Block-heads, let them pipe among their Boys, 

And mind their Schools: Go, Roger, quickly run, 

Put this into. my Pork a aa 


The End of the Firſt Book of Satyrs. 


SATYRS. 


The SECOND Book. 
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SATYR I. 
1. He adviſeth with his Friend what he foal Write. 2.He 
| concludes that his Humour is for Satyr. 3. Will hurt 


none unprovok'd. 4. No good Men have den to be 
angry at N 20 
. OM E fancy I am bitter when I jeer, 


Beyond the Rules of Satyr too ſevere; 
Some, that my Verſe is dull and flat, 


and fly, 

A Man may write a Thouſand ſuch a 
Day. 

What (hall 1 do, Trebarins ? Why, give o er, 

Thy {cribling humour check, and write no more. 

The Counſel's good, and oh that I could chuſe ! 

But I can't fleep for my unruly Muſe. 

Why then ( for that will lay « rambling Head) 

Go always tir d, or elſe g0 drunk to Bed, 
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Or if you needs maſt Write, go raiſe thy Fame 


B Cæſar s Wars, for that's a noble Theme, 


And that will get thee Wealth and an Eſteem, 

I have the Will, but when I ſtrive to fly, 

My Wing's too weak, nor can I riſe ſo high, 

For tis not ev'ry one can paint a War, 

How Iron Armies dreadful gay appear; 

The Galli falling by a braver force, 

Or wounded Parthians tumbling from their Herle. « 

Net thou, for ſuch the wiſe Lucilius ſhow'd © 
Great Scipio, may ſt deſcribe him juſt and good. 

Well; when Occaſion ſerves, my Muſe 25 

To try that way; but my unpoliſh'd Lines, 

Unleſs by chance a happy Time appears, 

Will never pats the judging Cæſar's Ears; 


Whom if you try to ſtroke, he's free from Pride; 


And kicks you off, ſecure on ev'ry ſide: 

And this is better than, with railing Rhimes,. + 

Jo laſh the Faults and Follies of the Times, 

Since all think they are hit, and all reſent, 

And hate thee, tho perhaps they are not meant. 
IT. Whar ſhall I do? 

As moſt Men have their Humoure, I have mine; 2 

Milonius dances when he's full of Wine: 

Pollux on Foot, en Horſeback Caſtor fights ;. 

As many Men, ſo many their Delights: 

I love to Rhime, to Satyr les my Wit, 

And chuſe the way that wiſe Lacilius writ : 

He did to's Book, as to a truſty Friend, 

His ſecret Virtues, and his Faults commend ;; 

And when a good or faulty Deed was done, 

He truſted. them with that, and them alone. 

And hence his Books do all his Life explain,, 

As if we ſaw him live it o'er again. 

This Man I imitate; but what I am 


Faith I can't tell, nor know from whence I came; a 
l TTVN, 
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for whether I my Birth t Appulia owe, 2 
Or to Lucauia, faith tis hard to know, _ 5 
cince we Venuſiaus live between theſe two; 
placd here, as Tales of Ancient Fame relate, . 
When the Sabelli bow'd to ſtronger Fate, © 
On this fide to ſecure the Roman State; 
Leſt fierce Approlian or Lucanian Arms 
Shou'd take them unprovided. for Alarms. | 
III. But yet this Pen of mine ſhall-never. wound: 
If unprovok'd, yet ſtill Tl keep my Ground, 
Ready for all Aſſaults, make this my Guard, 
And ſtand on my Defence, and be. prepar'd, 
As with a Sword, yet ſheath'd, but never draw 
Unieſs aſſaulted, to keep Rogues in Awe. 
Grant, bounteous Heav'n, oh. grant me welcorne Peace, 
Oh grant this Sword of mine might ruſt. in Eaſe! 
Let none hurt peaceful. me with envious Tongue, 
For if he does, he ſhall repent the wrong: 


The warning's fair, his Vices ſhall be ſhown,. 


And Life expos'd to all the cens ring Town.. 
Affronted Cervius threatens Suits of Law, 
Canidia Charms to keep her Foes in Awe, 
And Prætor Turius ſhews he bears a grudge, 
If thou ſhalt plead a Cauſe when he is Judge. 
Each fights with. that with which. he can prevail, 
And pow'rful Nature thus inſtrufts us all. 

The Wolves with Teeth, with Horns the Bulls begin: 
And whence, but from a ſecret Guide within ? | 
Let Scæva have (for this he counts a wrong) 

A Mother, that he thinks will live too long; 

His pious Hand. ſhall never wound her Heart: 

No wonder this, tis not his proper Art. 
A Wolf neer kicks, with. Teeth. a Bull ne'er kills; 
But ſhe ſhall take a Doſe of poiſon'd Pills. 

In ſhort then, whether I live long or no, 

vr Rich, or Poor, home er my Fortunes go, 


Lie 


—— 
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Live here at Nome, or baniſh'd take my flight, 
Whatever is my ſtate of Life, III write. 
Well, Sir, I fee your Life then can't be long, 
Some great ones, faith, will ſtop your railing Tongus.-. 
IV. How, Sir! Lucilias that did firſt ingage 

In writing Satyrs, .and that laſh'd the Ape, 
And ſtrip d our Foplings of their Lyons Skin, 
In which they look d ſo gay, all foul within ; . 
Did Lælius, or did Scipio hate his Muſe?* 
Or ſtorm, when he Metellus did abuſe? 
The Great-ones, and the Crowd did diſcommend, 
And valu'd Virtue only, and her Friend? 
No, no, they treated him, and thought him good, 
And when remov d from Buſineſs and the Crowd, 
Wou'd keep him Company, wou'd laugh and jeſt, 
And ſport until their little Meat was dreſt. . 
Whate er I am, altho I muſt ſubmit | 
To wiſe Lucilius, in Eſtate and Wit, 
Yet I with Great-ones live, this all confeſs; 
And Envy, tho unwilling, grants no leſs. 
And tho' ſhe thinks me foft, will find me tough, 
And break her Teeth, for I have Strength enough; 
T'hope, Trebatius, this you grant is true. 
Tes, Sir, but tis my pious Care for jus, 
My Love that makes me give you this Advice, 
| Take heed of Srandal, Horace, and be wiſe. 
Well, Sir, if any wrongfully derides, £5 
Then let him ſuffer as the Law provides; | WI 
If juſtly, mighty Cæſar is his Friend, | Ne 
He loves ſuch Poems, and will ſuch defend; Bel 
And thus if you, a Man of fpotleſs Fame, | No 
Shall laſh another, that deſerves the Shame ; Th 
And he grows mad, indicts or ſues thee for't, Th 


The fooliſh Action ſhall be turn'd to Sport; 
He laugh d and jeer d at, you diſcharg d the Court. 
| 2 b 
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SAT YR II. 


i; The profit of a ſpare Diet." 2. 26s Denne, Mess 
that and a fordid Table, 3. The Advantages of tt, 2 
in reſpet of Mind and Body.” 4. Againſt . 

5. Neft, the beſt ſteurity againſt Fortune, 

L Lo W great a Virtue: tis, how cat a God, 

H To live content, and with a ie Food | + 

(Theſe are not mine, but wiſe: Qellus Rules 

hn honeſt Man, but yet unlearn'd-in Schools) | 

lern not when full, or when a ſamptuous Feaſt | | 

with Show and Sight, diſturbs the eager Gueſt : | 

r elſe oppreſs, and leave-the eaſie Mind 2 | 


Averſe to good, and to ill Rules inclin'd, | 

But ſeek with me, before that thou haſt din d. 

ud why this Caution? Sir, I'll freely tell, + 

bribd Judges ne er examine Cauſes well: | 
i 


Go take ſome Exerciſe, purſue the Chace, 
Or Hunt, ride the great Horſe,” or run a Race, 
Handle the man Arms, thoſe heavier far 
Than Grecian Toys, or elſe go throw the Bar; 

Or play at Ball, be eager at the Sport, 
lab thy" Coop tinnp ts and but ſhort, | 
Now, when this Exerciſe hath made thee Sweat, _—_ = 
And rais'd thy Stomach; and thou fain wou'dft eat, P = 
Then ſcorn to taſte unleſs tis dainty. Meat: 
When thirſty, then at common Drink repine, 
Nor taſte a Drop but of the nobleſt Wine, 1 
belides, the Butler's gone abroad to play, | | || 
No coſtly Fiſhes can be caught to Day 3 - 
The Winds defend them, and the Seas are rough, 
Then Bread and Salt will pleaſe thee well enough, 
tow ſo ? 2 can this be done ? 
Why, Sir, the Pleaſure that's in eating known, 
Is not i th _ but in thy {elf alone. 
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Make Exerciſe thy Sawce, let that excite, ; 

For fleamy and a ſqueaſy Appetite 

Nor Trout, nor Tench, nor Oyſters can 1 delight. 

Yet I ſhall ſcarce perſwade our curious Men, 

Let me adviſe, and talk, and talk agen, 

Not to eat Peacock, rather than a Hen. 

For they are prejudic'd, becauſe the Price 

Is great, and his gay Feathers pleaſe the Eyes: 

As if thoſe made it better; doſt thou feaſt © 

On thoſe prais'd Plumes ? And do thoſe fill hy Gueſt 

Or doth it look as gawdy when tis dreſt 7 

Then fince Hens Fleſh is quite as good, *tis plain 

The Peacock is preferr'd for's gawdy. Train. 

But grant ſome Difference here, yet how doſt know 

If this fame Pike be River Fiſh or no ? 

Caught here in Tyber, or in open Seas? 

For thou doſt make a Difference too in theſe, 

Mad Fool, thou praiſeſt Mullets vaſtly great. 

Which thou muſt maſh, e er thou can ſt dreſs or eat: 

The Greatneſs pleaſes then, yet all diſlike 

Some bigger Fiſh, and ſcorn the larger Pike. 

Pray what's the Cauſe of this? Oh! let me ſee, 

Perhaps becauſe, as Nature's Laws decree, 

One uſually is ſmall, the other great; 

Men ſeldom hungry ſcorn the common Meat. 

But, ſays the Glutton, love larger Fiſh, 

It looks ſo noble in a Lordly Diſh. 

But you, moiſt Winds, now hear, be kind and good, 

Corrupt their Meat, and taint their coſtly Food : 
Tho' tis but newly taken taint their Boar, 

And let their Rhombus ſtink e er brought to Shore: 

When Plenty too profuſe in vain invites, 

And ftrives to raiſe the fqueamy Appetites ; 

When the full Glutton ſtrives in vain to cat, 

And takes ſt arp Herbs before his dainty Meat. 
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We do not always feed on Sole and Bor. 
be uſe cheap Eggs, and Olives micꝰſt our ſtore; 
eſt Feaſts have ſomething that is poor. 
wo, Gallio's Kitchin infamous did grow © 
For dreſſing Sturgeon, *rwas not long ago; 
What, had the Sea then fewer Soles than now? 
No, but the Soles did then ſecurely reft, 
| Then nothing did but Winds and Waves moleſt, 
And the poor Stork liv'd ſafely in his Neſt : 
Vatil a Prator taught us how to uſe 
Theſe Things, and made us fooliſhly profuſe: 
And ſo if one would bring new forts of Food, 
And ſtoutly ſay, a roaſted Moor- Hen's good: 
Our Fops would imitate, and praiſe his Skill, 
Our Fops that are fo eaſie bent to Ill, 
II. A ſordid Table, and a thrifty one, 
Ofellus thinks diſtin&t ; in vain they ſhun 
One Vice, that to the other madly run. 
Od Aviden, furnam'd The Dog, cats Sloes, 
And Olives five Years old, as bad as thoſe. . 
Theſe are his Meat; and all the Wine he drinks 
k prick'd and foul, his Oil corrupt, and ſtinks :: 
And that (when very fine, when neatly dreſt, 
And at a Birth-day, or a Marriage Feaſt, — 
When he would be Profuſe, and Prodigal) 
He pours himſelf upon his little Cale. 
Well then, what would you have a Wiſe Man do? 
What Tabe keep? you have propos me two; 
And which, Sir, — 1 imitate of theſe ? 
The Choice is hard, and it is hard to pleaſe. | 
Sir, he lives well that keeps the middle State; | 
And neither leans too much to this, nor that: 1 
Such when he bids his Slaves do this and this, | : a 
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And Tasks them too, as ev'ry Maſter his, 
Will not be cruel as old Aioarins is: 
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Nor yet, like Nevins, when he makes a Feaſt, - n 
With coſtly Oyntment will he waſh his Gueſt, 
For that too is a Fault, a Vice at leaſt. 
III. Now learn what Good attends a fparing Mea, 
What Pleaſure, and what Profit: Firſt thou'rt well, 
Thy Health improv'd, thy Body free from Pain ; 
But now that Meat confus'd doth hurt a Man, 
Thou haſt Experience, and ſufficient Proof; 
One ſingle Diſh did feed thee well enough, 
Thy Stomach took it; but when boyld with 7 


8 


Fleſh mix d with Fiſh, the indigeſted Load | 

Is turn'd to Gall or „ and ſpoils the Blood: 
Obſerve how fickly and how pale the Gueſts, - 
How diſcompos'd they riſe from ſumptuous Feaſts ? 
Beſides, the Body, by the wild Exceſs | 
Enfeebled, doth the nobler Mind oppreſs, 

It clogs it, and it makes its Motions dull, 

And fixes here the Breath of Heav'n, the Soul: 

The others go to Bed, juſt cloſe their Eyes, c 


Such little Shumber Nature's Wants ſupplies, 
Then vig'rous to their proper Buſineſs riſe. | 
Yet thoſe can have their ſparing Meals increas'd 
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On Holidays, or when they treat a Gueſt, 

Or would indulge, and when they pleaſe to Feaſt, 
Beſides, old Age will come, and that muſt crave 

A ſofter Treatment far than Youth ſhou'd have: 
But thou, when Sickneſs comes, or feeble Age. 
In vain doſt hope, fond Youth, to calm their Rage 
By ſofter Uſage, ſince thou doſt enjoy 
The ſofteſt, while a young and vig'rous Boy. 

The Ancients did commend their ſtinking Boars, 

Yet not but that their Smell was good as Ours, 

But *cauſe they thought it better far to ſtay, 

(That was the Thriftier, and the nobler Way) 

And keep it till their tardy Gueſt was come, 

Than eat it feet, and by themſelves at home: 
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Theſe, theſe were Heroes, theſt were pen'rous Men, 
And oh that Nature had produc'd me ten 
Iv. Doſt thou regard thy Fame, which Gato ear Ts. 

With ſofter Mufick than the ſweeteſt Airs 5 4 
Take heed, luxurious Living ruins that, 

And waſts thy Name as much as thy Käte: 

I: makes thy Neighbours angry, Friends diſtruſt, 
And thee thy ſelf unto thy ſelf unjuſt; l Þ 
When thou ſhalt wiſh for Death, of all bereft, 

And not enough to buy a Haker's left. TER 

Ii true, to ſome this is a juſt Reproof, 

This may be [aid to Tarſus well enongh 3. 
But not ta me; I am ſecure from Fate, | 
r my Revenue's large, my Wealth is great, | 8 
Duugh to keep three Kings, a vaſi Eſtate. | | 
Then is there no way elſe to ſpend thy Store? 

Why, fince thou'rt Rich, is any good Man poor? 
Why are not ruin'd Shrines rebuilt ? And why 

Doth not thy Wealth thy Neighbours Wants wppiy © * 

Or hath thy Country this ſuperfluous Coin? 

What meaſure hath it from this Heap of thine > 

Kind Fortune ſtill, forſooth, ſhall ſmile on theo, 

O future Sport unto thine Fnemy | — 

v. And which is better able to endure 

Vacertain Chance? And which lives moſt ſecure ?- 

He that doth never Fortune's Smiles diſtruſt, 
But pampers up himſelf, and feeds his Luſt? 
Or he that lives on little now, and ſpares; 
And wiſely, when tis Peace, provides for Wars f ng 
But by one Inſtanee to confirm this Truth, HIER 
| knew Ofellus when I was a Youth ; | pe > 
Then he was rich; yet, midſt his greateſt Store, M 
He livd as now, ſince Rapine made him poor : | 
Now you may ſee him, with his Wife and Son, | 

Ul. that Eſtate tor Hire which. was his own : 
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He ploughs, he fiveats, and ſtoutly digs for Bread, 
Contented ſtill, and as he wrought, he ſaid, 
On working Days I never us d to eat 
But Cale and Bacon, that was all my Meat : 
But when an old and honeſt Friend of mine, 
Or elſe my. welcome Neighbours came to dine ;. 
When it was Rainy, or my Work was done, 
We feaſted not on coſtly Fiſh from Town ; 
But took what I could ealily provide 
From my own Field, a Pullet, or a Kid: 
And then for ſecond Courle ſome Grapes were preſt, 
Or Nuts, and Figs, and that was all my Feaſt : | 
And after this we drank a Health or tyyo, | 
As far as harmleſs ſober Mirth would go; 

And then thank'd Ceres for our preſent Cheer, 
And beg'd a plenteous Crop the following Year : 
And now let Fortune frown, I ſcorn her Force, 
How can ſhe make our way of Living worſe ? 
Have we not had enough ſince we grew poor, . 
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Have we liv'd worſe, my Sons, than heretofore, 
Before a Stranger came and ſeiz'd my Store ? 
For Nature doth not me or him create, 

The proper Lord of ſuch and ſuch Eſtate: 
| forc'd us out, and doth poſleſs my Plain; 
Another Cheat ſhall force him out again, 
Or Quirks in Law ; or when thoſe Fears are paſt, 
His long-liv'd. Heir ſhall force him out at laſt: 
That which was once Qfellus Farm is gone, 
Now call d Habrena s, but tis no Man's own. : 
None hath the Property: it comes and goes, 
As merry Chance, or ſtubborn Fates diſpoſe, 
As God thinks fit, and his firm Nods decree, 
Now to be us'd by Others, now by me : 
Then live refoly'd, my Sons, refuſe to Yield, 
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1. The Stoicks chide him for his Lazineſs. 2. According 
to the Stoicks Opinion all are mad. 3. The Covetous 
are mad. 4. The Ambitious. 5. The Spend-thrifts. 
6. Lovers. 7. The Sapenſtitious. 8. Concerning his 
own Humour. 


VO write fo dom, ſcarce four Sheets a Tear; 
| A lazy Writer, but a Judge ſevere! 
Still mending and reviſing ev'ry Line, 
Still vext that after all thy Sleep and Wine, 
Yet nothing comes that doth appear to be | 
Worth public View: What will become of thee? 
You here at Winter's firſt Approach did come, 
And left the Mirth, and drunken Feaſts of Rome: 
Then ſober now write ſomething as you yow'd, 
Write ſomething that may make thy Promiſe good, 
Begin : nought comes: thou doſt in vain accuſe 
Thy Paper, Pen and Ink, and angry Muſe ; 
And yet you ſeem d to promiſe ſomething great, 
If cer you came to your warm Country Seat. 15. 
Why comes Menander, Plato, Sophocle : 
And why ſuch learned Company as theſe? i 
If thou deſign'ſt to ſpend thy time in Eaſe? 
What, wilt thou write no more, to live exempt _ 
From Envy? Blockhead, thou ſhalt meet Contempt: 
The Siren Sloth thou muſt reſolve to ſhun, 
Or loſe that Fame thy better Life has won. 
Thanks, Damaſippus, thou art grave, and wiſe, 
Aud let the Gods beſtow ('tis # ſmall Price) | 
A Barber on thee for thy good Advice: - 
But how came you to know my Mind ſo well? | 
Why once I traded till my Kock was gone, | 
And now I mind, as here I live in Town, 

Fer 


Others Concerns, ſince I have loſt my own. 
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For heretofore I drove a mighty Trade 
In ancient Pieces, knew what Piece was made 
By ſuch an Artiſt, and cou'd tell what part 
Was rudely drawn, and what agreed with Art. 
Then fold them dear. I had the only. Skill 
| To purchaſe Lands, and with Advantage ſtill. 

And hence among the Crowd my Name. was know, 
The Mercury, the Trader ot the Town, 
All this ] know; aud wonder nom to vim 
The Change: Why, Sir, a Fancy — fe new: 
Hath cur'd the old. Thus from another Part, 
As Head or Side, Pain falls into-the Heart. 

IT.. Thus this Lethargick ſometimes leaves his Bed, 
In frantick Fit, and breaks the Doctor's Head. 
Well, Sir,- ſuppoſe you bent as mad as he,- 
And beat me too, be what you pleaſe to be. 
Good Sir, do not deceive your ſelf, for you, - 
And all, if what Srertinins ſays be true, 
Are mad: He taught me this when, firſt he cheer d 
My drooping Mind, and bad me wear this Beard. 
For when by Trading I was quite undone, 
This Bridge I mounted, and reſolv d to drown : 


But he (thus Chance would have it for my Good) ſtood neal 


And in a lucky time, cry d, Youth, farbear ;- 

"Tis fooliſh Modeſty that makes Thee dread, 

Amongſt Mad-men, to be accounted Mad : 

For firſt inquire what Madneſs is, and ſre 

If ev'ry Man be not as mad as thee, | 

Altho' they look. ſo grave, and ſeem ſo = PN : 

Then go and hang thy {elf, that's my Advice. 
He Scho's to Folly, or to Vice inclin d, 

Or whom dark Ignorance of Truth doth blind, 

The Stoicks call him mad; thus ev'ry one, 

Whether he holds the Plough, or fills the Throne, 

I counted mad, but their Me- man alone, 


Some 


— — 
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Some call thee mad; but thoſe that cal thee &, i 

Obſerve, I'll prove them quite as mad as you: 
As Men that loſe their Ways in Woods, divide, 
Some go on this, and ſome on bother ſide, | 
The Error is the fame, all miſs the Road, 
Altho' in different Quarters of the Wood. 
Thus, as they call thee, : think that thou art mad; 
But thoſe that. call rhee ſo are quite as bad, 
For firſt, one ſort of Madaeſs is, to fear 
When nothing frights, and when no Danger's near: 
As if when on an even Field he goes, 
He ſnou d complain that Flames and Rocks oppoſe. 
Others, altho* through diſſerent ways they run, 
dee quite as Mad, for they ruſh boldly on, 
Thro Flames, and boiſterous Seas, to be undone. 
And tho' his Miſtreſs, Siſter, Father, Wife 
Should cry, & Dear, bei cautions of thy Life; 

Look, there's a Ditch, take heed: He hears no more 
— Furius did, when heretofore - 
He ated Hecuba, a lazy Drone, 
He fell aſleep, and ſlept ſecurelyh  - 
Nor cau'd be wak'd, tho Catiens Voice did rage, 
And Mother, hear, I call thee, crack d the Stage: 
Now grant this 'Madneſs, I defign to ſhow, 
K this Man's mad, then all the World is fo. * N 
Fiſt Damaſippuss mad, becauſe he bus 
01d Statues; true, for what's more plain than this? % 
ls he that truſts him ſober? Grant he is: 
Suppoſe, Here take this Sum of Gold, 1 aid, 
| never do expect to be repaid, 
Are you mad if you take it? No; Abe 
If you neglect this eaſie ofſer d Store. 
for twenty Bonds on cheating Nereus draw, 
Tis not enough, add all the chains of Law 
Cicuta can invent to hold him faſt, 
This Proteus will avoid theſe Bands at laſt; 


: 
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This Proteus Debtor; for whene'er you bring | 
Your Action, he's a Stone, or any thing, 
A Boar, a Bird, a Tree, he will eſcape, 
And till deride thee in a borrow'd Shape. 
Now if he's mad that waſtes, and ſober he 
That gets, Petillus is more mad than thee, 
Who truſts thee ſo, and lets his Stock decays. 
By lending more than you deſign to pay. 
Sit ſtill and hear; thoſe whom proud Thoughts 45 Five, 
| Thoſe that look pale by loving Coin too well, 
Whom Luxury corrupts, or tancy'd Fears 
Oppreſs, and empty ſuperſtitious Cares, 
Or any other Vice diſturbs, draw near, | 
Il prove that all are mad; fit ſtill, and hear. 

III. Firſt. give the Covetous the * Doſe 
of Hellebore, or rather let's ſuppoſe | 
That whole Auicyra is deſign'd for thoſe. 5 
Saberius Heirs did write upon his Grave, 
How much he left, what Legacies he gave, 
Or they muſt give, as he by Will allow'd, 
Two hundred Fencers to delight rhe Crowd, 
And coſtly Treats as great as Arrus wou'd, 5 


And Corn as much as Afric yields a Year: ö | 


Now whether this be well, or ill. forbear 

To cenſure me, and be not too ſevere: * 

For Saberus, I think, 'was wiſe enough 

To know that he deſerv'd and fear'd Reproof: 
What did he mean, when he his Heir injoin d, 

To write on's Tomb hew much he left behind? 
Why, whilſt he liv'd he thought the being Poor 
Was heinous, and avoided nothing more; 

And ſhould be guilty of a damn'd Exceſs, 

If he had left behind one Farthing leſs. 

For Honour, Virtue, Fame, and all divine | 
And human Things, muſt follow charming Coin; 


= 


And 
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4nd he that gets but that, is any thing, u: 

hate er he pleaſe, Juſt, Valiant, Wiſe, a King. 2 * 

And this he thought, like virtuous Acts, wou's rai | 

His Fame, and get him an Immortal Praiſe. Une 

This was his Thought of Wealth: how far from this 

Dil Ariſtippus think and do with his ? 

ho bad his Slaves, as he oer Libya paſt, ; 

Leave all his Weaith, "becauſe it ſtopt his haſte. ' $15? 
which was mmol mad? Sir, that Example's vain, © 

That ſolves old Doubts by raiſiug more again. 

2 that buys Harps, and throws his Wealth away 

Pipes, yet never does deſign to play: 


K. that buys Awls, and Laſts, yet doth not know, 


And ne'er deſigns to try to make a Shoe; 

Or Ships, and Oars, yet is averſe to Trade; 

Al, and there's Reaſon for't, would count him Mad. 
And what's he better, that ſtill ſtrives for more, 5 


\ Still heaps up Wealth, yet cute ſuld rhe Rove, 


But fears to touch, as if twiere Sacred Ore? 2 
He that all Night lies ſtretch'd on heaps of Wheat, 
And watches what he does not dare to Eat, 

With Bill in Hand; yet after all this pain, 

Tho! is his own, he cannot touch a Grain, 

But ſtill on Haws, and bitter Herbs doth dine; 

And tho his Cellar's ſter d with racy Wine, 
Drinks Vinegar; and tho extreamly old, 

et lyes on Straw, or Flocks, and lyes wcoldz 

Whilſt his embroider d Silks, and coſtly Cloaths, 

Lye rotting in his Cheſts, and feed the Moths. 

let few do think theſe Mad, for moſt, like rhiaks 

re ſick, and troubled with the fame Diſeaſe : 

What, doſt thou keep it for thy ſquandring Boy, 

Or for thy Slave, old Chuff, and ne er enjoy? 

Hell drink it out, and prove a mad Gallant: 
Or doſt * leſt thou thy ſelf ſhould'fl want? 


* 


Oh 
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Oh Fool! how little would thy Mony waſte, © « 
If thou on better Cale and Oil didſt feaſt ? | 
Wore better Cloaths, and wert more neatly dreſt? 
If thou canſt live upon this little Store, 
118 Why doſt thou ſwear, and lie, ea | 
1 And are you Sober? If you walk d the Street, 
1 Throw Stones, and fight, and juſtle all you meet, | 
1 Or ſtab your Slaves, you wou 'd be quickly knowa. IM 
\ .Calld mad by ev'ry Bey and Girl i th Town. | 
Now thou doſt hang thyWike, and give a Pill N 
To thy own Mother; art thou Sober ſtill? 5 
For why? Thou doſt not do this impious Deed, g 0 
5 


At Argos Town, nor doſt thou make her bleed, 


With a ſharp Sword, as mad Oręſtes did. 
And doſt thou think Orefes, heretofore 1 
After he ſtain' d his Sword in's Mother's Gore, 1 


Grew mad alone, and was not mad before? 
Yet after that, when you ſuppaſe him Mad, 

What did he do? pop ens his Actions bad! 
What did he do, that you dare diſcommend? | 
4 He neither ftabb'd his Sift, nor his Friend, Fo 

= But only as his Frenzy forc'd, did call 1 

| One Rogue, the other Witch, and that was all. 1 
| Opimius, that old Chuff, and richly poor, = 
| Who wanted een the Wealth he had in ſtore; 
* hat on Feaſt-days did meaneſt Wine provide 
| In Earthen Jugs, and Lees on all beſide; 
Lay in a Lethargy, all hope was gone, 


. And now his jo — nies and down, 
And ſeiz'd the K — and Cheſts: as all his own. 
This the kind Doctor ſaw, and this deſign 
c He us d for Cure, he brought a Table in, 
# And order d ſome to tumble o'er his Coin: 
| This rous'd him; then he cries, Sir, you're undone, _ 
: 


Wake Sir, and Watch, or elſe your Mony's gone: 


You 
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your Heirs will Fire it: What, While in alive t _ 
Then wake and ſhow' it, Sir, come, come fee. 1 
mhat muſt J do? Eat, Sir: What, 4d 31s fell. 
Pray, take this little Diſn of Barley Bech 1 27 
lat doth it co? Not much, upon my Word. "Lord? 
lu much, pray? Why, Two Groats : "Two! Oba Ob". * 
II the ſame thing i m to b ooo 
þ Thieves, t Phyſick 3 Dottor, N 
os Sober 5. He that's not 2 , 
_—_— th eCovetous ? Both Mad and Fool. h 
. poſe I am not' Covetous,” ß 0 A 
2 ? No; , $7 Ill Wb thee whe 
appoſe the Dofton ſays, this Patient's Thigis 
ke free from Pain, what may he therefore riſe 5 
No, tho his Thighs are are free, yet violent Pains © * 
n ex his Side, his Kidnops, cr his Bain. 
do this Man neither COvets, nor forſwears, . 
e is not perjur d, let him thank his —_ +2; WS. 


ut he-is Laviſh, he is Bold and Proud, mn +: hn 
Then to Auticyra let him croſs the Flood : a Mey 


For tis as great a Fault to be profuſe, 1 
; tis 0 get, and Keep, and never uſe. MF 
Opidius did, as Story goes, divide E | 
ee Onan he e 
U Alu, I obſery'd thee Bom a Ch; wn = 
a ca 1 ove th e of ey Moys 8, 21045008: 
jad free to give thy Nuts to other Boys: ihe 55 3 
N you, Tiberius, tell them oer and o eerr, 
xd hoard them up, ard ſtill encreaſt thy store - IG 0 
rd both mad, wou'd different Vices chuſe, we 
xl one be Covetous, and one Profuſe. ** 
rrefere I charge you both, by all har dear, | e 
1ou my Bleſlangylpve, and Que Bere W e 
ut neither you engreaſe your ſmall Fate, 624 £245 oF 
r you conſume, but live content on that; 1 

| | 3 | For 
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He that of you ſhall be Agilis firſt, 
Or elſe à Pretor, let him be accurſt: 
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Poor naked Mad- man, thou may ſt . gain 


- 
n 0 8 — - oy => 
— EEE BLOT 
r 
i 
\ 


eee oe... cc. re pp 


\ 


For 0, Pr all your proper Wants _ 
And Nature thinks enough as well as I. 


And leſt you be Ambitious, hear e 4 
Obſerve, I leave this Curſe upon you holes 


What, would'ſt thouwaſtethy Wealth? dend eveyGres 
To bribe the heedleſs Crowd, and get their Vote? 
That when thy Father's Lands, his ancient Rent, 

And all the Mony he hath left, is ſpent, IF. 


A Brazen Statue, or a gawdy 1 
Or be as fam d (thus once the fooliſh Ads 
Would be a Lyon) as great Agrippa was? 

IV. Great Agamemnon, why did you forbid 
A Tomb for Ajax? Why ? Becauſe: Ti dds : 
1 am a King, what I Command. is right, + 

Aud juſt. Well, I a private Man ſubmit, - 
Yet if I ſeem unjuſt, and too ſevere, 
Let any ſpeak, — J will fairiy hear. 
Great King, may ſt chou a happy Reign enjoy, 
And have a ſafe Return from conquer'd I. roy 4 
And may 1 freely ask, and anſwer the? 
Thou ſhalt, ſpeak what thou wilt, thois may ſt be a 
Then why doth Ajax, he the Stout, the Brave, 
And who ſo oft the Grecian Ships did ſave; | 
Achilles Second, rot without a Grave? 
That joyful Troy and Priam laugh to ſee, 
That He, by whom their Youth, that mighty He | 
Is now deny'd himſelf a Grave by thee ? 
Why ? robes Hell. 
And when ins frantick Fits, he thought he kid 
My Brother, Me, Ulyſſes 3 and he ſmil'd 3. 
And you, when you your lovely Daughter ld 
To Sacrifice, and o'er. her eb Head, 


_ 
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d the Salt and Meal, was ſober ſtill? 8 


Yo 
— — it? 


The innocent Flocks, how was the Action ill? 
He curſt the both Aide much' tis true, ct 8 


But never e en upon Ulyſſes drew, 


Nor Wife, nor Innocent Son, nor Brother Hon 
But 1 to get à Wind appeasd the God, 

To have my Navy ſail J offer'd Blood. 

Thy own Blood; Frantick, *twas that did attone + 
My own, but yet'not Frantick, tho my own « | 
He that ſhall take apparent Good with Bad, 
Confus'dly mix d, muſt be accounted Mad. 

And tis all one, whate'er theſe Crimes begin, 
Whether *tis Rage or Folly makes him fin. 

Whilſt £jax kills the harmleſs Flocks you blame, 
He's mad; whilſt thou deſign dly fill for Fame, 
And empty Titles, art thou not a Fool ? 

Art ſober, whilſt Ambition ſwells thy Soul? 


If one ſhould bear 2 Lamb about the Town, 


Mow her a Sedan, and gawdy Gown, _ 

Call her his Daughter, Slaves and Gold provide, 

And a tout Husband for the youthful Bride, 

The Law would ſeize that Wealth he wildly ſpends, 

And give it to the Cate of ſober Friends. 

And he that kills his Daughter for a Lamb, 

Canft thou pretend him Sober ? Oh, for ſhame ! 

Then where there's Folly, greateſt Madneſs rules, - 

Ind wicked Men muſt needs be Frantick Fools; 

He muſt be Mad that courts an empty Name, 

A very Bedlam he, that's Slave to Fame. | 

V. Now next the fooliſh Spend-thrif?'s Caſe propoſe, 

That he is Mad een common Reaſon ſhows ; © 

P Squire when come of Age, he takes his Land, 
ad with Wealth, he ſends his ſtrict Command, 


L*23 


Ber known to All that I have an Eftate, 


The moſt agreeing Pair in ev'ry Vice, = 8 


Crow pale, and whine: For let me ask thee this, 
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And therefore ler the Pimps and. Tradeſmen wait. 
To Morrow Morning early at my Gacs 
What then ? ue, come at his Deſite, 
And thus the crafty Pimp beſpeaks the Squire; 
We're Proud to ſerve you, Sir, and all that's Otirs, 
Thrice noble Squire, ſend when you pleaſe tis Tours, 
And thus the eaſie Squire replies again, 
Good honeſt Men, you take a World of Pain : 
"Yon watch in Snow to catch a Baar for Mes 
And you fiſh for Me in the boifterous Sea. 
Whilſt I'm a Drone unworthy this Eflate, 
Therefore do you take this, and you rake that ; 
And you theſe Farms, I freely give you theſe, 


That I may uſe thy Wife, whene er I pleaſe. 


A coſtly Gem from his Merellas Ear 

.Zſop's looſe Son difloly'd in Vinegar, + 

And drank it down, and. then profuſely kughts, 
To think he drank. a Province at a Draught. 
Was't not as Mad as to have thrown the Gem 


Into a common Shore, or muddy Stream? 


The Sons of Arrus, thoſe of high Renown, 
Thoſe famous Bully-Brothers of the Town. 


Still fed on Nightingales of coſtly Price, 
And were thoſe Mad or Sober, Fookior Wie? 
VI. If any grown. a Man delights to raiſe 
Dirt Pyes, and, like a Child, at Puſh-pin plays; 

Yokes Rats and Mice unto a little Plou gh, 
And rides upon an Hobby-Horſe, or a 85 
Sure he is Mad: Now I can prove with eaſe, 
That Love is a more childiſh Thing than thef : 
And *tis all one whether you Sport and 8 | 
Play wanton Tricks, as when a little Boy, 
Or court and labour for a jilting Miſs, 


Cank 


—— 
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Canſt thou, like Polemon reclaim'd,: remove 

Thy foppiſh:Dreſs, thoſe Symptons of thy Love; 

As he when Drunk, with Garlands round his Head, 

Chanc'd once to hear the ſober Stoick read, 

Aſham'd he taok his Garlands off, began 

Another Courſe, and grew a ſober Man? 

Offer an Apple to a peeviſh Boy, 

He will refuſe it; here my pretty Joy, 

Come pr'ythee take it: No, Sir, Tl have none: 

Vet, if unoffer d, he will beg for One. : 

Like him's the Lover, who hath ask d in vain, 

Doubting if &er he ſhou'd return again, 

Atho' defir d; When he would gladly wait, N 

Unask d, and linger at the hated Gate: 

Now ſhe invites, and ſwears ſhe will be kind: 

What, ſhall I go, or rather cure my Mind? 

He fhuts me out, then ass me to return. 

What, ſhall I go 7 No; though: ſhe-begs, I'll ſeorn, 

But lo, his wiſer Slave did thus reprove, 

Sir, Reaſon muſt be never us d in Loves | 

Its Lams unequal, amd its Rules unfit > 

Fir Love's a Thing by Nature oppoſe TL C 

To Common Reaſon, Common Senſe and Mit. 

All that's in Love's unſteady, empty, vain, 3 1 

There's War and Peace, and Peace and War again. =— 

Now he that ſtrives to ſettle ſuch as theſe, + * 

Meer Things of :Chance, and faithleſs as the Seas, 

He were as good deſign to be a Fool 

By Art and Wiſdom, and be Mad by Rule. | 

And "cauſe thy Nut (a ſign that ſhalt prove 

A happy Man, and Conqueror in thy Love) _ 5 

Preſt thre' thy Fingers, ſtrikes the Roof above, ' 

* unable to contain; 1 

Is that the ARtion of 2 faber Mn? 72 75 nn 

And when, tho' old, and ſo the wiſer grown, 1 

You prattle with her in a Childiſh Tone: 
Ls Art 


*. — 
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Art thou not Mad as he, that loves his Toys? 
And plays at Puſh-pin with the lirtle Boys ? 
To this add all the Rage of wild Defire, 
The Murders that attend this Frantick Fire; 
Obſerve, poor Nerus lately ſtruck his Miſs,, ö 
Then kilbd himſelf; what doſt thou think of this 2 
Was this Man Frantick ? Or will you allow - r 
That ke was ſober, in his Wits like you? 
Yet freely grant him guilty of a Sin, 
To the fame thing adopting Words a-kin,? 
VII. A Libertine,” and old, ran evry * 
To all the Temples in the Town to Pray : 
Faſting he went, and he was neatly-Dreſs a, 
His Hands were clean, and he had one Requeſt : 2 
Grant, ye kind Gods, grant I may always live, 
It is an eaſie Thing for you to give. 
Now he that ſold him might have ſafely ſworn, 
He's ſound both Wind Limb as e er was born; 
But cheated, if he ſwore him Sound in Soul, 
| And this Man too the Szoicks count a Fool. 
| The Mother, whoſe dear Son had lain opprebd 
| With violent Quartan half a Year at leaſt; * © 
Gets up betimes, and prays, ' Thou mighty Fove, 
That doſt Diſeaſes bring, and doſt remove, 
If thou wilt ſtop the Fits, reſtore my Joy, 
And ſpare the Body of my lovely Boy | 
At thy next Solemn Faſt, kind mighty = 5 
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I vow, and I will make my Promiſe 

T'll ſet him naked in cold Tiber's Flood. 

And now let Chance or Phyſick's Strength releaſe, 

Or Doctor's Care ſuppreſs the ſtrong Diſeaſe, 

The Frantick Mother will perform her Vow, 

| And her weak Son into cold Tiber throw ; 
And this brings a Relapſe, and kills the Lad: 
| And hath not PSI made her mad? * 


Y 
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All this Srertinius taught me as a Friend, 
That Eighth Wiſe- man; and T my ſelf defend 
By his learn d Rules; nono vexes me in vain, ' 
Who calls me Mad, 1 call kim” Mall agdin': wx A..-. - 


"And he ſhall learn, what he doth ſeldom 1 5 1 7 
Jo ſee what a Fool's Coat he wears behind. 61 


VIII. Well Stoick, you may ſell at wearer Rate 
Your Merchandize, and get your loſt Eſtate ; 
Ly! you (for there are many forts) explain 


2 kind of Madneſs tis that heats my Brain, 


. 8 
Man. A 
. 


For ſure methins I am 4 


Doſt think Agave, when ihe grafp'd the Head > 


Of her oon Son, thought ſhe her lf was Mad ? 


Well then I'm Mad, tis true, but fain would know, 


Obige me, Stoick, once, and freely ſhow 
What kind of Madneſs I'm add to. | 
Then learn, ; tho' you are. dwarfiſh, thin, and aal, 
You raiſe: you ſelf to be accounted tall: 

Yet laugh when Turbo in his Arms appears, 


' Look how he Struts, and what a Port he bears ! : | 
Tho he hath far a greater Bulk than thee, | 
And therefore art thou not as vain as ne??? | 
What- e er Mecayjas does, and is it true. | 


That he is Rivall'd by Pedantick you ? 6 
When the old Frog was gone by chance abroaqy g, |. 
An Ox came by and on her young Ones trod: BI 1 
One ſcap'd, and told her that a mighty Beaſt -* = 
Had trod upon her Young, dof Jul ah tees : = 5 
How big ? Aid The : As big as'T am now ? | 


And wells. Yes, yes, As big again as you 


What, bigger ſtill? And then the Fell again. 
ons bigger, bigger, and you ſtriue in vain; 

d never be as big. abt you ſwell ke —_ 
1 This Image fits thee well. = 
And thus to prove thee Frantick all conſpire; -- © 
Now add thy Poems, that is Oil to Fire. 

L 4 | Thoſe : 
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Thoſe prove thee Mad, if nothing elſe were ſhowu; 
If any Poet's Sober, thou art one. 

Thy Malice I conccal, E 

A finer Suit than thy Eſtate will bear? 

Fold, Damaſippus 3: I forbear to ſhew _ | 
Thy burning Luſt, The greater Madman os 
Wm Neri 
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He makes Catius rell him the. ſeveral Precepts that are 10 
be other v d in making a Feaſt, by this means ſhowing 
ow ther nn een in 111 280 to be vn 


I Hence, 3 * — . V Sir, L vo. 
| + 1 wiſh J had, but I han't Leiſure now, 
To tell my Rules, the beſt that e er were known, 7 


Better than what Pythagoras has ſhown, | 

Or Plato. taught ; ; but, Sir, I muſt be gone: 

1 muſt confeſs 'twas rude Impertinencte 

To interrupt a buſy Man of Senſe | 

At ſuch a time; but pardon the Offence + 

For, Sir, what-ever 'tis 2 forgot, 

Dull mind again, and Ae. recal the Thought 3 

Whether twas fix d on Nature, or on Art; 

For you are deeply skill d in either Part : 

I was conſidering how I. ſhould retain _ 

What I have learn d, it asks a ſubtle Brain, 

A Man of deep Contrivance, Senſe and Thought, 

So fine the Precepts, and ſo ſinely wrought. 

Nis Name, a Stranger, or a Roman, tell; 

TIl fing the Precepts, but the Man conceal : 
Chuſe long Eggs ſtill, for thoſe are hard and ſound, 

Se more white and fpotr than de rod 


The 
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The Cale that grows on Hills, or batren Fields, 
[; better far than what the Garden yields: 
Moiſt Ground e en Odcomb Plants will quickly ſpoil, 
They taſtleſs grow, and watriſh as the Soil. 

Suppoſe a Friend, an unexpected Gueſt, by 
Comes late, and you have nothing ready drefs'd, | 
Drown Hens in Wine ; I learn'd this Art at Court, 
"Twill make the Fleſh eat wonderfully ſhort. 

The Meadow Muſhrooms are the Gifer Food, 


Pois nous the ret, at leaſt not half ſo good. 


III give him Health, who when his Meals are done 
Fats juicy Mulberries, pluck'd before the Sun J 


Doth riſe too high, and ſcorch with Heat of Noon. 


Aufidins, thus fays Story, us d to take 
His Morning's Draught of Honey mix'd with Sack, 


= was ill done; with Liquors only mild. 
er Breakfaſt, empty Veins are ſafely fill d. 

— er ſome fancy, I have Cauſe to think 

Smooth Mead in Morning is the better Drink. 

When bound too much, fweet Mallows quickly clear 

Thy Guts from ſtoppage, and thy Mind from fear ; 

Or Cockle Fiſh, or Sorrel newly ripe, - 

With Caan White-Wine Sauce will caſe the Gripe, 

Fetter than the old Midwife Gliſter-pipe. F 

The She!!-f/h with the growing Moons encreaſe, 

Yet different Sorts are found in different Seas ; 

A have not good: The Lacrine Shells exceed = 

Thoſe various Purples that ſoft Baja breed. 

ers low Circe, ſome Miſenian Coaſts, 

And Scollops large ſoft Tarent loudly boaſts :. 

Let none pretend to have an Art in Feaſts _ 

Till he's exact, and Critical in Taftes: 

'Tis vain for him to buy the deareſt Fiſh, 

That after knows not Ba to Cook the Dith ; 

What muſt be ſftew'd, what boifd will grace a Feaſt, 

And whet the Stomach of the glutted Gueſt ; : 
SE Make 


ow” 
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Make him forget his Belly's full, reſtore | 
Loſt Appetite, and tempt him on to more. 
Boars fed on Acorns, caught in Unbria's Wood, 
Bend down his Diſhes with their weighty Load, 
That would avoid dull, mean, or raſtleſs Food: 
For no wiſe Palates the Laurentans chuſe, 
Vile Meat and fat with plaſhy Reeds and Ouze. 
Goats bred on Vines, not always dainty Fare, 
Wiſe Palates chuſe the Wings of breeding Hare. 
What Fiſh of all the Sorts, what Birds are beſt, 
And at what Age, and how they ſhou'd be dreſt, 
Before the World ſaw me were hardly known, 
All thoſe are pure Inventions of my own. 
Some ſpend their Time, and hope to gain Applauſe = 
For minding nothing but new Cates, and Samce; 
But Men of Ar: muſt fill their Cares divide, 
Not mind one thing, and neglect all beſide, 
Nor whilſt they're curious in their Wine and Ale, 
Ne'er heed what Oil they pour upon their Cale. 
If full of Lees, if thick your Maſjick Wine, 
Set it abroad by Night, twill make it fine ; | 
Take off thoſe Smells that hurt the Nerves, and waſte 
The Spirits; Hemp-leed ſpoils the proper Taſte. 
Some cheating Rogues, that when the Wine decays, 
With their Surrentine mix Falernian Lees, 
This 2 * Wine quickly cleanſe with Pigeons Eggs, 
Thoſe f, down precipitate the Dregs. 
Have you A briskly, and your Friend decays ? ; 


3 


Then give him pickled Herrings, thoſe will raiſe 
And whet his $:omach for another Glaſs. 

For Lertice after Wine's not half ſo good, 

It ſwims on Drink, and makes the Stomach crude ; 

When he's zoo full then Gammons only fit, 

Sawſage provokes him to another Bit; 

If theſe won't do, or if he ſcorns them both, 

He may be whetted with a Diſh of Bron, 


ww WW WW 
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To know both ſorts 'of Broth, tis worth your whike, - 
The Simple is compos d of ſweeteſt Oil, 
This Oily Wine, and Caviare only asks, 
Such as grows mellow in Byzantian Cacks : 
To this ſhred Herbs, with Saffron mix'd, and boil, 
And when tis cool then add Venafrian Oil. 
Some Grapes are beſt in Pots, all ways are yd, 


In Smoak the Allan Grape is better dry d: | 


This Grape with fone op Save, round Plate to 
ftrew, * ah 

With Salt and Pepper ; Tm the firſt that 8 

And told it others, as I tell it you. _ 
is a grand Fault to buy the deareſt Fiſh, — © 

And after crowd them in too ſtraight a Diſh: - © 

The Gueſts won't like to ſe one take the Cup. 

Who ſtole a Pidgeon, as he brought it up. 

With the ame Hand, for that will ſtain the Place z Þ 

Nor yet to ſee old Duſt ftick round the GlaG : © 

How little Beaſoms coſt? how quickly bought! * 

Yet if not gotten, tis a grievous Fault. 

Doſt think it decent to neglect thy Houſe, 

Or ſwreep the Marble Moor with dirty Boughs ? 

Doſt think tis handſome, for the a to inet. 

A dirty Covering | o'er a gawdy Bed, 

Forgerful: ſtill that fince theſe Things are mean, 


And fach as all muſt have that wou'd be clean, 
*Tis worſe to want theſe,” than ſach dainty Wer 25 
Which only Luxum or Wealth can get. 
Learn d Catius, the Gods T as this Bros: © 


Where-e'er jou go, Sir, I muſt have it done, 


Pray bring me to this copions Spring of Truth, 

That 1 may hear it drop J e Month 3 * 
Por though "you tall, "as if you nd 

His Precepts well, and knew the Rules for e 
re: from yous Lips, Im ſure they can't be known - 


Brides, 


A well, as if I heard them 188 his own 3. 
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— 


Beſides, to ſee. the Fi gure of the Man 75 
Wou'd pleaſe me much, prey flow ma if you an 

A ſweet with which bleſs you. are almoſt. cloy'd, 

And do not. value, cauſe Jo oft a, | 

But eager I to unknown Fountains preſs, 

* aun bing, 
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c | 


4 Dialogue between Tireſſas and Ulyſſes, where he 
 inſtruits him how to get an Eftate. 


Ireſias, nom mdulge one Bae more, 
And teach, beſide what thou haft yr . 


i How to regain my Wealth, now I am poor: 


Ist not enough that you have ſcap d the Main, 
And ſafely come to Ithaca again? 
Unerring Prophet, fee, as, you foretold, 


Why do you ſmile ? Let me not beg in Lain. | 


And Poor : ey Wiſts Gallmies have 4 7 I 


My Wealth is Tye NR and what is Virtue 


Without a good Eſtate to ſet it. forth ? 


Well, well, my Friend, ſince Poverty you 2 


In ſhort learn how to get a good Eſtate. 


3 thing that's rare, 

Send it thy old rich Neighbour, — 4. 526 

If he be rich and old, without an Heir. 
The firſt ripe Apples of thy choiceſt Tree | 
Offer to him, before thy Deiry-: y | 
The rich Man muſt be reverenc'd were than he. 
What, tho he be a Vilkin, baſely bred, _ 

Hath Kilf d his Brother, or his Country fled: 

Yet wait upon him when he pleaſe to call, 
e 


* Mat 


| 
| 
ö 


V ce, and * o'cripews the Aifs WAR Snow. 
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mat, wou d you e 4 


AM Troy 1 did met fo wy fol behave: \ x, £15 ea 
Contending always with. the Great, the Move. A 
Then thou'lt be poor. Mull, Sir, my Mind PII * 
T ſuffer this: for T have ſuſſer d wos. 
But, pray nom, tell me, for I wiſh to know, 

What way I may be rich, and quickly tun. 
Then as I told; II tell thee o'er again, 

Still ſtrive to pleaſe the old and wealthy Mens | 

Try ſtill to. get into their Wills, ſecure 

Their Love, their Humours patiently endure; 

Tho two or three diſcerning Eyes perceive 

The Hook, and fly the Bait, yet never leave:. . | 
Others will bite when thoſe ſly Fops are gone, 

Still bait thy, Hook, and urge thy. Purpoſe on. 

If any Cauſe, or great or ſmall, be try'd; . - 


Ruch e 


Be ſure to plead for him that's childleG, od. 
And rich, tho he is impudently bold, 


And ſues his Better, ill pervert the Laws, ; 3 


And ſtart new Quirks, 1 
And better Man, 3 NE 

To be his Heirs, or teeming Wife enjo 

Then Sir or Squire (for Title hugely | - Sh | 
Grave Softheads) Me your. Friend your Virtue makes. | 
1 know the Law, and fave & ready Tongue... . 
Aud rather, Sir, than you (hall fuffer Wrong. | 
Vll loſe theſe Eyes: my utmoſt Care be 1 u 

That you be neither cheated nor abus'd;.. 

And you may take your pleaſure, ſit at — 


Ne er fear, I'll pawn my Life for your Succeſs. _ -_ 
Do you ſtill mind. nd this Gaul and this alone $ 


| Whatever Weather tis, or if the Sun 


wich Dog-day Beams cleaves. cen the Marble Stone; 
Or (as fat Furius bath it) all below 


While 
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eee Ard jo Jos tsNeighbotr, 6 fey) dy 
er s thut, — "That is he, 
— — and how he ſweats, 
A Pleads ! This brings more Gudgrons 0 ur Net, 
Beſides, if any hath a ſickly Heir \ 
And good Eftate, then make thy Intereſt there, | 
Leſt courting childleſs Perſons ſtill, one” 
Creep gently in, until out Hopes you ſeine ' 


And fo if your young Boy's — 1 
Thou ſhalt have all: This method feldom falk. 

If any bids thee read his Will, deny; 
Yet ſlily with the corner of thy Eye 
Run ee ths iy er thei feſt Lines - = 


(There's Reaſon fort) and Tee if he deſigns 
Thee. the ſole Heir, or elfe with many joyns. 
For time ſhall come, as Years in order flow, 
When one a Scribe ſhall bob the gaping Crow: 

What art thou mad, or doft defigh to ſee, 

If ſuch abſtruſe Diſcourſe can puzzle me? 

Uyſes, what J ſing ſhall be the ſtate 

Of things to come, I read the Leaves of Fate, 

And diſtant Objects fee in the Event: 
Then pr'ythee tell me, what that Riddle meant. | 
When one, a Youth of Great Zea; Race, i 
The Parthiar's Terror, rules the Earth and Seas; © 
- Coranus, weary of a finple Life, © , gs: 
Takes chuff Naſica's ſtately Maid to Wife; | | 
Coranus then ſhall beg him to peruſe 

The Will he makes, Naſira long refuſe, x 8 
At laſt conſents; but what he reads, appears. 3 
No Legacy to him, and his, but Tear: 
"Now if his Seryants manage him; commend; 
add make his greateſt Favourite thy Friend, 
Beſure be laviſh in his Praiſe, and then, 

When thou art gone, he Il praiſe thee oe again. 


— — — 
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This Method's good, bux dis the I: 
To ſtorm the Man himfelf, and take him in. 

It he makes Verſes, tho extreamly lewd,” 
Admire, and fwear his Fuſtian Rhymies ae goods - 
Or if he Whores, beſure his Wiſh prevent, 152. 
Let thy Penelope be freely ſenn: 
— that | ſhe the Wiſe, gy 

Who all the numerous" VWooers Arts ſurpaſt, - 2 
Will yield to him, amd be u Whore nt laſt? -- SUTTON 
Ay, thoſe were Artleſs Youths, | e 
To treat, and rather come to Eat than Wooe; r 
So ſhe was chaſt: but when ſhe ſhall perceive, E 


And ſhare with thee, the Preſents he can give, 

Like Dogs once blooded, ſhe will never leave. 

TIl tell thee true, and What 1 nn 

A Woman dy d at Thebes not lonigiago; © 
And thus by Will the did injoin her Heir, 5 
gh 9 m7 S 1 the 1 

This fake the Wil, and this, as moſt beliewd, * | 


That ſhe might then ſlip from him ſhe contriv'd, 
For he was too obſervant while ſhe liv'd: 
bo you be cautious ſtill in your Addreſs: 

Too often, or too anom Wil diſpleaſs.. 
The grave Moroſe do hate a pratling Tongue, 
That ſpeaks unas k d, yet be not dumb too . 
But, like arch Davus in che Play, ny; 5 
Your Neck awry, as fearful to offend - 
il ſhow the greateſt Oe der abs bun, 
More careful of his Life than of your own: 
Whene'er the. Air is ſharp, beſure to mind, n $ 
And eagerly requeſt Him, pray be kind = 

—— — tho t the Wind. _ 
If throng d, thruſt thou, and free him from r 
If talkative, Ar E #1 


£ 
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| Tf he be vain, and loves his own dear Praia 
Be ſure commend, and high Encomiums raiſe, - 


Still blow the Bladder, never leave him off, 
Till he ſhall bleſs himſelf, and cry; Enough: 
Now when he dies, and frees thee from thy Care, 4 


Thy dreaming Hopes, and melancholy Fear, 
And broad awak d, you find that you are Heir: 
Then r ee eee . 
| he 7 hone ſe kind; fo goed e:One! |. CRETE | 
If poſſible, — — a | 
To ſhed ſome Tears, tis t your Joy: 
And if you are to make Funeral, - 12 
Be ſure be noble, that will take wich Alz \ fant | 
Or if thy Fellow-Heir's a fickly Man. 4 
Then wheedle thus, and chouls kim if you can: | | 
IJ want that ready Mony. you can ſpare, JE. | 
And if 498 — — 
But hold, fierce Pluto calls me back to Hell, 
And I can talk no more; good ſpeed, farewell 


SATYR VI. 


1. His moderate- Wiſhes. wy The Troubles of a City Life 


3. The —— * Win without 
| nen 2 1 


T 3 andtheſs n 

A pretty Seat, a Fountain near my Houſe, 
A Garden, and a little Grove of Trees, | 
Tis well, the-Gods have gien ms mere chan thele! 


n 


„ at. a —_ —_— — 


| h kind Mercury, no more I crave, + 
9 nowy have, 
If I am not profuſe, and waſte, or raiſe 
My moderate Fortune, by unlawful Ways. 
If I ne er wiſh, Oh that the Gods wou d yield 
. Nook, ** Figure — Field; 


Fo 
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Or, other In Pu) of Gd 

As he, whe Je toe: 

py the Aſſiſtance of a lucky God, 

Grew rich, ind bought the very Land be nor. 
But, if I live content, preſerve my Store, s 
And be my: Guard, as thou haſt been before; 
Defend my Cattle, and my Flocke be kind. 

And fatten all I have, except my Mind: N 
Then, when I from the noiſy Town retreat, We 
Jad free from Bur'nala alt eee, 
What ſhall I do. but write, what ſhall'I chuſe. 

But eaſy Satyr, and improve my Muſe? - 

Here no Ambition kills, no heavy Wind, 

Affects my Body and corrupts my Mind- 

To Fields the Gods long Life and Plenty gave, 
No ſickly Autumns, here, inrieh the Grave. 
II. Old Father Janus (thus the Gods ns 
We Men begin our Years and Tail with thee. - 

With thee my Verſe, anne 

To be a Witneſs, and I muſt be gone, rr) 

Tho't ſnowys, and wre re the bent b 

In ſhorteſt; Circles, yet I muſt away. 

And then, when my ungrateful Task is done, 

Pres thro” the Crowd, and juſtle ev'ry one 

That dothnot make me room,-and'throw'en down. 


lor! What d'ye mean, aud why in ſo much haſte t 


Preſs an, and kick and jaſtie all you met, 
And this I. ſwear is pleaſant, this is wert! 
But when I come a buff Crowd appears | 

Of loud impertinent Petitioners, 
. 
One begs that you * 
To Morrow Moraings and appear for him. 
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While he that's kick d, cries Plague! and:'why ſo: faſt ? 


71 Y -- 
1 E Mur! , 


When jou run to my Lords: you ſcuur the a 1. =} 
J 


1 — * 
: 4 bed 
Mo — — —— — 5 
= —— . 2 — — —-— 8 | a 


_ 


44 +4 


258 SAT TIR VI. Book IL 
The Scribes requeſt,” that I would get your Ear, 


About a publick, new, and great Affair: 
Another cries, good Horace, get this _ 
Sign d by Mecænas. If I can I will. 

But he ſeems diſcontent, and urges on, 
Nay, if you wrill, — 
*Tis eight Years ſince almoſt Mecanas choſe, 
And made me a Retainer to his Houſe: 
Let only ſuch a one, as free from Care, 


He'd ſometimes take ins Coach to take:the Air; 
Talk comm Will, X—X— the Play, 


The Fencers were well naatch'd, what News to 


The Morning's cold, aud we muſt have a Care, 
And ſuch like common Things, as theſe ee 


That may be truſted in a leaky Ear. 
Hence ev'ry Day Men envy more my State, 
He at the Play with great 'Mecenas ſate, 


Or Bowl'd; all cry, He's Fortune's darling Son, 
; And thuswheiflly — the Town. 
Then all that meet me, come and ant the Nen. 


My Patience and my precious Time abuſe- 
Pray Sir ( for you fo much ut Court 


Come, you but Feſt.. Pox take me if I do. 
Pray Sir, the Lands that Cxſär wow'd to ſhare 
——— 70 reward the H, 


— 


1} 


muſt TY 
Dye hear what ** Dacia? No. 
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Oh! ——ůů —— 
"Amidſt my learned Books, my Sleep and Eaſe ; 


While hours do — and-free from Suit. 


Forget t — Troubles of a buſy Life? 


LA 
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You _ — and mokk delicious, Chir, - - 
when ſhall I ſee, when feed on-you-again? 

Oh ſweet, Oi bearaly Beata where Tan ee 

Jefore my Honſhold Gods ſecurely; din: 

When I my {6 ſhall taſte-a Diſh: of Meat, ns 19." 

Then give t my wanton Slaves, and bid em Bat: 

When all my Gueſts . 

No Glaſs is mark d or fill'd, but more or les, 

s Mirth invites; no drunken Laws to force; 

And all the time is full of good Diſcourſe, . + - 89. 

we talk of no Man's Farms, or Wealth, or Skill, -. 

or whether Ceſar s Fool dane d well or lt, 

But we diſcourſe of hat we ought to do, 

And what tis fault and folly not to.know; 

As whether Wealth or Virtue bringe a Man 4 

To Happineſs, or whether Leagues began 

From Intereſt or vhat cheats the Crowd, 

and what is good, and what the greateſt Good: 
IW. My: wo, ernte dias fill, 

Mixes his merry, pat, inſtructive Tal D $82) 1 

3 —— 
Od Albius 8 tho! full of Cares, | 

le tells this Story. Once upon a Time, 

= Tale ) ent a dence Clams, 

Hs old { 

This phe rs rr _ 

When time requir'd, ay rai Get: 

In ſhort, novy ſtriving eviry way to pleaſe, 

te freely brought his hoarded Oats and Palo, -- 

His nibbled/ Bacon and his mellowy Pears, ' e þ 

And all the Fields — e of; 

His Nuts, his * 

eee 19 ls eh, al 


* 


who, : 


* 8731 4 


C Courſe after Courſe, a thouland dainty things, 
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Who fate, and as afraid to hurt his Mouth, 
Did nibble here and there with dainty Tootk: 
Whilſt ke lies b im Bene, and Barly eats, | 


At laſt the City Mouſe begins, my | * 
eons; delight; Low love to ſpent: 
4 Life in Woods, aud this umbulſume Cave r 
'Tis Melancholy, tis ſo like a Grabe. oe. 
Now wou'd you rather live in Town than here, | 1 


And Mens converſe; before the Whods: prefer; 
Come, go with me, Nil get- thee better Chear. - 
Since dll muſs dia, and maſt reſigwitheir Breath, | 
Vor great, uin little is ſecure from" Deaths. 

Then ſpend ti days in Phaſure, Mirth and Sport, 
Aud live like one, that minds his Life is ſhort. 
Theſe Words prevail d upon the Country Moule,. 
So ſhe grows jocund ftrait, and leaves the Houſe; 
Longing for thoſe fine things; fo both go on, 
Eager whilſt now: twas Night to reach the Town. 
Tas Midnight full when-now-the Mice are come 
They take a rich Man's Houſe, a ſtately Room, 
Where Purple Covering; ſhone on Ivory Seats, 7 
And in the Pantry lay whole Heaps of Meats, f 
The ſumptuous: Relics of his nobie Treats PI 
The Ci Country G veſt 
On Cloth of State, and waits, and carves the Feaſt; 
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And like a Servant, taſtes vyhate er he brings. 
The Country Mouſe, plead with his Bed of State, 


And various Dainties, bleſt his Change of Fate: 
Feeds heartily: when lo the Servants come, 
ö | 
. 
and hardly ſcape at 
. 
5 my quiet Cell 
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s A TVR Vu. 1 
— bis Maſter, abou bis Unſattlodueſs | : 
„ Hunan; eee De e g49nn 
r i bir t hs 2 e - 


p 1 9 
W uhr nnen bo 92 


— 


ELL; Sir, The and have ſome News to l. 
But Em afraid, you wil not like it well. 
from me your Slave. * ie Davus, e | 
Davus che faithful Sewryant- and the true, 
Davus who fancies That-ſufficient Store, 85 3103 1 
hich Nature's Wants ſupplies, and acks no mort... 
NOT In 5 2450 
Uſe boidly Decem Liberty. 1% FS 
Heat fairly what then wilt, thou may t be free.” 
eee eee ee Fn 
The fame Courſe ſtill, aal unge their Purpoſe on: EE 
ome are unſteady, varying in a Tricſece. 
Now all for Virtue, and now all for Vice. 
Fop Priſeus with himſelf doth 4 
3 he wears no Rings, and ps Mn 11 
ev'ry Hour his Cloaths and Gown, 7 — 
iow cake the belt Houls, nove the; win hn Derrnchr i" 
And there he goes as naſty as a Clown. 
Now ſtudies hard at Athens, now hell come, 
And turn Gallant, and follow Whores at Rome, 
The moſt unſteady, fickle Man on Earth, | | 
As if Vertumnus ſelf had ruld his Birth, 
jult oppoſite to him Nulturius ſtands | 
For he, when the juſt Gout had lam'd his Hands, © 
Did hire a Boy, 0 much he lov'd the vice, 
To take up for him, and to throw the Dice. 


® 
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Ne that is conſtant in his vicious Race, 
Runs the ſame Courſe and keeps an equal Paeg, 
Is certainly not half ſo great a Wretch, 
As he that now rides/looſs, and now. on ſtretch. 
Mell nom you Rogue, ſuppoſe this Railing true, 
What doch it mean? Sir, it reflects on you, + 
How ſo, you Raſcal? Sir you uſe to praiſe 
The Ancients living, and commend their Ways, 
Vet if ſome God wou'd give you leave to Ga. = 
Or forte you to the like, you Wem d refuſe: © | \ /' 
*Cauſe you don't think that you yew Sorument, 
Or elſe are too unſteady tò del 2 7 
What you once thought; you Mick, rand Mie * van, 
From this 1 A to free your Foot again. 
At Rome, oh how you praiſe the Country Air! 
Andy fickly, Rome commend, when'you are here, 
If uninvited, Oh what dainty Fare 
Your little Sallet yields, and free from cue; 
Theſe troubleſome Lords at Rowe dare me fil, 
I go, tis true, but tis againſt my Will. 
And happy, happy me, you Jon Us to ſay, 
That I have leave to ſup at home to Day; 
But if my Lord Aſerænas doth invite, 
Tho? you are not to go before tis Night: | een 
Yet eager you b Peep of Pay prepare. I there?) 
The Houſe ſtreight rings, 80 ho, Jack, ns wos 
Who brings me Oyl, you „does no one hear? 
My Lord waits for me; * in haſte you run, 
While thy Retainers curſe, when thou art gone 
Well then, I grant a Feaſt's a pow'rful Cham; 
Oh the reſiſtleſs Force of Meat that's warm! 
— leads me Captive, and my Senſe does ſeize, 
m Glutton, Toſspot, and — you "pleaſe: 
80 you but freely grant your Vice at leaſt, 
As bad, altho* in ſofter Terms tis dreft, 


* — — — — —— — —— —— — — 
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Tm nor ſo wiſe, as thee my Slave; 
Then ceaſe. to look ſo ae m 
1 and do not break my Head. 
while I diſcourſe what Ciſpins Porter ſaid: | 
Il. You love Mens Wives, and I, my little Whores: | A 
Which is the greateſt Fault now, mine or youts? ru $3 
when Nature fires, and they have 2 
Im ſatisfy d: nor do 1 loſe my Fame, - 
Nor fear that they will Jile, een , 
A wittier, —— * MJ eee 
But when you abroad N * af 
Your Rings, and all the Habit of a Kn * n ee +1 
Thy Roman Garb thrown off; from Wie, | 

You fink into the Figure of a Slave: 

4 naſty Vail — ̃ — 2 2 
And ſoftly brougſit to the adult rous * ty | 
fre you not ſuch a One as you appear? 

When introduc 4 you ſhake and tremble there, 

Your raging Luſt diſputing! with your Fear: 

what difference is/it'whether-y0u engage 
To fight for Hire, and bear the warb, 

he cut and flaſtd and kilłd upon the Stage? 3 
0r, by the conſcious Chamber-Maid, en — 
Wuite double, Neck and Heels into a Cheſt? . 3 
Hath not the injurd Husband of the Whore 85 oh = 
To puniſh bad Bight-and beef Fer nb: nee = 
And will not all his fierceſt Rage be juſt - 9 2 088 — 

On thee, that didt debauch har ro thy Luſt? TEAR 
Yet ſhe ne er changes Garb, nor ſhifts her Place, 

Nor takes ſuch Pains to get the foul Embrace; 
Nor injures Heav'n, nor ſwears ſuch Oaths as you, 

While the fond Creature doubts you'll prove untrue. 

But wiſe you venture Slaves ſevereſt Fate,' © © 4 = 


EL 3 — . 


And to a Man enrag d, and ſwoln with Hate, — 
Commit your Fame, your Lis, and your fate, 


Have 
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Have you eſcap d? I hope the Warning = fair, 
And you'll prevent the like with greateſt Care. 
What, nothing do? Why ob 

The fame mad Courſe, and once more be undone? 

III. OkiSlve nden Bat thr breakthe Cai 
| Once fen 2E Gagagyn? 7 
You fay you're' no Adulterer, not 1 8 


FO. 


IE HP” 35 ne —— u 


A Thief, becauſe when ſome Obſerver's nigh; 

I leave your Plate, though with! a! longing Eye. 

Remove the Danger and reſtraining Force! , | 

And Nature looſe will run an:evi]-Courle. - - * 

| Are you my Malta] you that do . 

Whom making can:redeern from hed per? 

Three Streaks oth: Praztor's Rod can make me free, 
Whilſt Tyrant Paſſion Rl: will mater Thee. | 

Beſides, 

II He's a Viear, n bone. 

(This Reaſon's good). that other Slaves . | 

Or fellow Slave; Sir, I would gladly know 

What tis that I am in reſpect of you? 

For you, my Maſter, others baſely ſerve, 

Like Puppets moving by anothers Nerve. 

Who then is free. The Wile, that can comtroul, 

And govern all the Paſſions of the Soul: 

Whom Poverty, nor Chains, nor-Dedth aGioht, 

| Who's proof againſt the Charms of vain Delight, 

Whom debe Fortune ſtrives in vain to wound, 

So cloſely gather d in a perfect Round, 

And ſo exactly ſmooth'd by honeſt Arts, of 

That 1 ke without can ſtick upon th Even Part, 

Obſerye this Freeman's Character, aud f 0 8 


yo 
—  EXXES 


If any part of it belongs to thee: d 
A thouſand Pound begg'd by chy cot Whore, 
And if deny d, the turns thee out of Door, 


Throws 


. 


% 


% 
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Throws Water in thy Face, then change her Mind. * 

knd call thee back, and vow-ſhe will be kind. + 8 

Now looſe thy Neck from this ignoble Chain, | it 

And boldly fay that you are free; in vain; + 

You can't, for Tyrant Lords thy Will controul, 

They prick thee on, and ſcourge, thy wav ring Soul. 
You, when you ſpend whole Hours and trifle Days, 

While you upon a Piece of Painting gaze; : 

Why do not you commit as great a Fault, 

As that ſtare upon a meaner Draught?! 

Admire how Janus and how Hulvius ſtand, | 

In fencing Poſtures, drawn by a rude Hand. 

In Chalk or Char-coa] Paint, and think they look 

s if they fought, and mov d to ſnun the Stroke: 

But I'm calld lazy Rogue, and beaten till; 

A Judge in Painting you, and Man of Skill. 

If 1 but trivial Cakes delight to ett. 9 

is Gluttony; whilſt your luxurious Treat 8 5 | 

Virtue, for it ſhows your Mind is greet. Th 

Why now to ſerve my Palate ſhould-it be * 

(for I am whipt) a greater Crime in me, 

Than you? Since thine's more coſtly Luxury, A | 

Why then are you not ſcourg d as wellas x 

lecauſe, perhaps, thy Feaſts corrupt thy Blood, 

Diſcaſes ſpring from thy luxurious Food. 8 * 

ind weakned Legs refuſe their ſickly LoaeG. 

Doch that Boy ſin that ſteals a Comb by Night, 

To buy ſome Grapes to pleaſe his Appetite? 

And is he faultleſs, that, when Luſt commands | 

To pleaſe: his laviſh Belly, ſells his Lands? 

belides all this, You with your ſelf can't ſtay 

One Hour, nor rightly ſpend a leiſure Day; 

You like a Vagrant ſnhun your ſelf, deſign, 

To ſteal from Cares: Poor Slave! In vain you tr, 

lack Care purſues as faſt as you can fly. 
* 5 M . 


Death?! 
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Death! Where' my Stick? why ſoꝰ DeathWWheve's 
He's mad, or elie makes Verſes: Dog, one ora, 
One Tittle more! You cenſure my Deſigns? © 
Fly Raſcal, . or thow ſhale is tht Mins, 


8 AT XR VIII. 


4A a of a fordid- Feaſt; with whichy 4 aue Fuſcus 
Naſidenus ontertain d them. „ 


For when I thought laſt Night es fon, 
"Twas ſaid, that e er ſince Noon you had been ther 

—_ never merrier; Pray, Sr, grant my Wi ſh, | | 

And, i no Tronòle, what was the firſt Diſh? 

” The firſt Diſh, Sir, was 2 Lacmmian Boar, ( 

* Caught vvhilſt che Wind was South, the Maſter ſwore; l 

And. — the Brim lay Eettice to encite: = F 

| _— X 

( 


ou to you lis vich Naſedenus 8 c 


And Betes to raiſe the lazy Appetite; | 
Anchove, Pickled-Herrings, mixt 'with theſe 
Lay Raddiſh, bitter Herbs; and Coz Lees. 
This Diſh remov d, two ready Servants: corne, 
Ono clean d tho Table, t other ſwept the Room, 
And gather d up the Relicts of the Feaſt. 
The Bones, and all that might offend the Guam: 
Juſt as at Ceres? Feaſt, th. Arbenia Maid, i 2 


Comes black on his Head 

| Large Flcks of White, and Alcon Flaks of Red. 
Then, ſays mine Hoſt: / Lord, if more than the 
"You like another, call for whatou pleaſe, 

My Cellar's ſtor d: Poor Health, diſhongft Friis, 
Bur, pr ythee, tell me who was there deus ? 
Sir, I late firſt, and, ſtay, I think agen 
Aurinas next, Fibiains Ate ä 


r 


Next Ba'atro; below him Forcius lyes, 

purcius the merry'ſt archeſt Wag that is, 

To ſwoop whole Cuſtards, and to {wallowPies. 
All uninvited, but as Lords are wont, 


- Hecenas brought them all on his account. 


Next above theſe Nomentan takes his Place, 
Ke that could point at ev'ry hidden Sawce ; 
For we, the reſt, on Fiſh and Fowl did feaſt, 
Concealing different from their proper Taſte, 
This ſtreighit appear d, when by his luſcious Rules 
He carv'd for me tl untaſted Guts of Soles. 
And after, to inſtruct me, gravely faid, 
Figs pluck'd before the Moon is full, look wy 
But thro' this difference would you nicely y. 
He'll tell you more, he's more expert than I. 

Mean while Vibidius in a jeering Tone 
Cries, Balatro, come pr ytbee nothing's done, 
Unleſs we drink him dry; a bigger Glaſs; + 
- that Death-pale ſpread o'er our Frſcus Face, 

For good ſtout” Drinkers he did chiefly fi 

Cauſe ſuch, when full, with greater Freedom, 3 jeer 
Or cauſe hot Liquors pall the ſubtle Taſte, 
And fo would ſpoil the Goodneſs of his Feaſt : 
Yet on it goes, the Bowls are freely crown'd, 
And ſupernaculum the Health goes round: 
The chicfeſt Gueſts the while full Bumpers toſt, - - 
They {par'd. the Bottles, and the bleeding Hoſt, 
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; 


Now comes midſt ſWimming Shrimps a Lampry ſpread 


In a large Diſh, and thus the Maſter faid ; | 

This Fiſh was caught, when full of Spawn, (that c 
l; good) for after Spawning's done, tis worſe: 

The Broth is made of Oil, the beſt that flow'd - 

From the Venafrian Prefs; to make it good, 

Wine froe Years old, and Caviare I join, 

Is bong, Sirs, I ufe Tralian — | 


M 2 But 
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But when 'tis Geib, with Pepper pied and dreſt 
With Vinegar, the Chian Pickle's beſt: 

To boil green Rockets with't, was never known 
Before my time, I'm ſure that Art's my own. 
Salt Water Crawfiſh firſt Cotillus ſtem d, 
And kept them whole, for they are better Food 


Than when I th Shell, the Pickle makes them good. 


But while he talk d, and while he prais d the Fiſh, 

The Hangings tumbling down fell o'er the Diſh, + 

Bringing black Duſt, as much as Whirlwinds raiſe, 

When nimble Storms Hyeep, o er the' duſty ways: 

We ſtarted all, and thought it worſe than twas; 

But when no harm appear d, each kept his Place: 

Our Hoſt ſtreight hung his Head, he wept and iighd 

As if his darling Son had lately dy d; 

He had wept, on, his Grief have known no end, 

But wiſe Nomentan thus reliev d his F riend: 

Unlucty Chance what God is ſo unkind, ' 

Thou loveſt to break the meaſures Man deſign d; 

Some bit their Napkins, yet cou'd ſcarce forbear | 

To laugh aloud, whilſt with a bitter Sneer | 

Cries jeering Balatro, Mell, we ſtrive in vain, 's 

*Tis the ſad Fate of Life, and none can gain ; 

By Labour, Fame that anſwers to their Pain. 

That ever I ſhowd prove ſo troubleſome” 

For one fame Treat, when I cou d dine at home? 

That I ſhou'd Tex you to provide a Feaft, | 

To ſee your Broth well boil d, your Servants dreſt, 

” des 2 unlucky Chance that waits on all, 

As if, as but juſt nom, the Hangings fall; 

The Foor-boy ſtumbling ſpoils a-eoſtly Fiſh, 

Or Plow- man Servant trip aud break the Diſh. 

But as in Captains oft ill Chance reveals 

The Entertainers Wit, which good conceals ; = 

Then ſays mine Hoſt, Ab, mayſt thou ſtill be bleſt, 

Tou art ſo good a Man, ſo kind a Gueſt : a ; 
| | { 
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And calls for's Shoes, then you may quickly hear 
Divided Whiſpers ſpread thro evry Ear... .. 
No Play cou d ever pleaſe me half ſo woll, pa 1 Lang 
But what you laugli at after, pr gebe, elle 75 * FS, 2 
While hot Yu, with a waggith To E . 
Cries to the Servants, Is the Bottle broke 9 


That I can get no Wine to this dry Feaſt : 
And merry Balarro promotes the Jeſt; At i ++ 


Mine- Hoſt comes in, and with a Imiling Face, + 

About to mend by Art his late Diſgrace, 

His Seryants. following brought a Charger. fill d- 

With one poor little Crane cut up and ade 

Cover'd with Sale and Mel 5 andthar brings 

Pluckt off and by themſelves a Rabhet's Wings 

For thoſe, forſooth, when by themſelves, are beſt, 

And ſweeter far than eaten with the reſt : 

Then roaſted Blackbirds, Doves their Range s cut oil, 

Al Are ſorts of Meat, and ſweet enough; $5 4 
But he with long Hara ues to ey ry Gueſt | | 

Exphin'd their Natures, how and why twas felis. 5 : 

Whom thus we puniſh'd, each Man left his ns 

he gal the Banquets; and rofus'd. m en:; 

As if the Witch Canidia's pois nous Breath | 

Had d blown Neue and fill d the 1 with beh. 


zl 


The End of the gebn Book of —— 
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He, worſted, meanly beg his Life at laſt; 
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1. He E 2. *Tis to be pre- 
Jerrd before all, 3. The People prefer Gold befirt 
Virtue. 4. e cannot agree we the Crowd. 


_ 9 00 a 

8 Muſe; | 

9 Tho I hare bought HAY yr wel 
44+. And nowifnith have leave Auen 

more 
You ſtrive to bring me on the stage again: 
My Age is not alike, unlike my Brain, 

Unlike my Mind, and now I write in Pain. 

The Fencer Vejan now grown weak with Age, 

Lives quietly at home, and leaves the Stage, 

His Arms in great Alcides Temple 8 

Leſt after all his former Glories paſt, 


3 
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and Rill methinks ſounds thro my well-purg'd Ear, 
A little Voice, Fond Horace, have a Care, 
And while tis well releaſe thy aged Horſe, 
Leſt, when he runs but with unequal force, 
And ſtretches hard to win, he breaks his Wind, 
Perided, diſtanc d, baſely lags behind. 
I. And therefore all my trifling Songs adieu, 
I now deſigu to ſeek what's good and true, 
And that alone; I leave my wanton Muſe, 
And lay up Precepts, ſuch as I may ule; 
But if you ask me now what Se# I own, 
| I ſwear a blind Obedience unto none: 
But as the Tempeſt drives me ſo I ſteer, 
This way or that, not ſettled any where : 
Sometimes an Active Life my Fancy draws, 
A ſtri& Obſerver of true Virtue's Laws: 
Then gently flide to 4 iflippres* School, 
And ſtriue not to be rul'd by Things, but Rule. 
As Night to thoſe their Miſtreſs fails appears, 
As Days to Labourers, and as long the Years, A 
When Jealbus Mothers curb, to eager Heirs : 
So dull, and ſo ingrate my Time flaw, 
Which "hinders it I hope and wiſh to do: 
What done-will profit Rich and Poor, what long 
Forborn, prove equal harm to Old and Young; 
Well then, I muſt content my {elf with this, | 8 


Yours cannot be as good as Lyncem Eyes, 

What then, when fore, muff I br Cry deff: 
Yeu cannot hope to have your Lirgbs ab great . 
As Glyc#s, nor fo and firmly ſet; 

Yet to prevent the Gut naſt thou no care? 
Whar, if of farther progreſs you deſpair, 

Tis ſomewhat ſurely to have gone thus far: 

Doth creeping Avarioe thy Mind engage; | I 
Or dock it boll with fiery Laſt, and Rage? 


= Why, 
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Why, there are Rules and Precepts that can eaſe 
Thy Pain, and cure great part of thy Diſeaſe: 


To ſtop thy Tumor; you ſhall ceaſe to ſwell, 
ben you have read them thrice, and ſtadied "ell 
The Raſh, the Lazy, Lover, none's ſo wild, 

But may be tame, and may be wiſely mild, 
If they conſult true Virtue's Rules with care, 

And lend to good Advice a patient Ear. 

IT. Tis Virtue, Sir, to be but free from Vice, 

And the firſt ſtep tow'rds being truly Wiſe 

Is to want Folly; You uſe all your Skill, 

To ſhun what you ſuppoſe the greateſt u 


An Office, a Repulſe; you ſpare no pain, 
Lou try your utmoſt Wit, and rack your Brain: 
You fail to India, you forſake your Eaſe, ' | 


A ſmall Eftate, or while you ſeek to gain (Eve 2 =4 


Thro' raging Storms, thro* Rocks and boiſt'rous Seas, 


IThro' Heat and Cold, and gather cy'ry Wind, 


10 get more Wealth, and keave pale Want behindy 0 


und yet thou wilt not take the r 


Or art thou Vain? Books yield a certain Spell, al 


} 
P 
1 
I 
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A wiſer Man adviſe thee how to Steer: 11h 05 


Who kindly bids: thee check thy. wild-Defite, /, 

And leave what thou doſt fooliſhly admire: : 
What Wreſtler that ſhall ſtrive in ev'ry Town, 
At ev'ry Wake, will ſcorn thi'Olympian Crown?. 

Who doth not cheap and eaſie Wreaths diſdain? 
And who would have a Crown without the Pain? 


III. The Saying's true, and bunte been'often ta 


Silver's more baſe than Gold, than Virtue Gold: 
O Romans, Romans, Gold muſt firſt be ſought, - 
Then Virtue, that's worth but a ſecond Thought: 


Old Men, and ev'ry Boy repeats this Rule, 
That with his Books and Satchel goes to School. 


{This is the Tune of ev'ry Trading Fool, : 
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H you have not Ten thouſand Pound ir, 
But want a;thouſand or a little more, 
Tho' you have Virtue, Conſtancy, and Skil 
r Sgt” 
And yet our Boys another Tale will tell, Lata: 
And fay, You ſhall be King if you do well; 
ze this thy Guard, and this 95 7 ſtrong Defence, 
A virtuous Heart, and unſtain d Innocence; Sb 
Not to be Conſcious of a ſhameful Sin: 
Nor yet look pale for Scarlet Crimes within: | 
Now, pr'ythee, tell me which you think is beſt, 
Or Otho's Laws, or this by Boys expreſt, | 
this Song which makes the Virtuous Man a King, 
And which the noble Ancients us d to ſing? , _ 
| Which beſt adviſeth, he that bids thee hate 7 
Thy common Rank, and get a vaſt Eſtate, | _ 
Juſtly if thou canſt; if not, at any rate; 
Only that at a Play or Puppet Show, | 
You may fit nearer by a 2 two? 
Or he that bids thee ſteer a Virtuous Cour, 
And nobly ſcorn proud feeble Fortune's force? 
IV. Shou'd the Crowd ask, why ſince I live in Town. 
Walk the fame Streets with them, I do not own _ 
The fame Opinion? Why I don't approve, 
And hate the Things that they do hate and love? > : 
My Anſwer muſt be what ſly Reynard faid * 5 
To the old ſickly Lion, I'm afraid, ? 
Great King of Beaſts for all the 75 I we 
He to thy Den, none back; that frightens me : 
Thou art a Many-headed Monſter,” Rome, 
know not what to imitate, or whom: 
Some love to Farra Revenues, others Bait 
With Gifts to catch a Widow's great Eſtate : 
While others ſpread their Nets for wealthy os 
And catch. them, and ſecure the _ Shoals : 


— 


— 
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Some by baſs Ufary their Wealth increaſe : 
But grant that various Humours vations pleaſe: 
Yet are they conſtant ſtill, do they approve 
For one Hours time together what they loveF 
For inſtance, if the wealthy Wanton fays, 
This little Baia is the pleaſant ſt Place; 
Eis haſty Wiſhes no delays afford, 
And ion Sea quickly ſees he loving Lord: 
There if his Fancy leads another way, 
As if a Sign from Heav'n he muſt dey; 88 
Come Workmen gather up your Tools, a drive 
To morrow to Theanum, there Tl live; 
Doth he delign to-day to take a Wife? 
No Life, he cries, is like a ſingle Life: 
If not, he {wears the marry d only bleſt; 
What Chain can hold this varying Proreuss faſt? 
What doth the Poor Man? Laugh, he ſhifts his home, 
His Baths, his Barbers, and his eating Room, 
Or hires a paltry Sculler for a Groat, _ 
* ſpews like Nobles in their Pleaſure- Boat. 
Suppoſe- ſome blundering Barbers notch my Hair, 

And then 1 meet you, ſtraight you ſmile and ſtare; 
Or if my Gown is botchd, my Veſt unfit, 
My Cloaths ill made, you laugh at ſuch a fight: 
But when my Mind is with it ſelf ar ſtrife, 
And diſagrees in all the Courſe of Life; 
When what it hated now, it now deſires, 
What now it threw away it now admires, 
VUnſettled as the Sea, or flitting Air, 

It razes, builds, and changes round to Huarez | * 
You count me mad in Faſhion, you forbear 
To laugh, nor think I need a Doctor's care; 
Or Guardian from the Prætor, tho my Friend, 
On whom my Fortunes and my Life depend, 
My chief Support, in ſhort my only Guard, 
And who are vert to ee my Nails ill par, 
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In ſhort, the Wile Maiv's lels than Foue alone; |, | 
For all is hic, and be himſelf es his n; 
Rich, King of Kings, and of a Noble Stem, 
But chiefly Wy unleſs when werd wich kern. 
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1. He comend Homer bis Friend" — 2. D- 
| mne 


LF BILE total —ů Sankar. 
I here have read my Homer o er again: 

Who hath what's baſe, what decent, juſt.andgock, - 
Clearer than Cyanter or as flv d: 77 

My Reaſons fort, if you have leiſure, hear; 
That Part that tells us how in tedious War, 
For Paris Laſt, Grrere firoye wich Phrygia, | 
The Paſſions of the Crowd, — ings 5 

Autenor thinks it beſt to end the Wars, 

And give back Hen; wanton Paris — 

He can't be happy if he lives alone, | 

His can't content when ſhe is gone! 
—— — and hate, wire i 

And Nofor Keren 0 coolthe hot Debate: * 
One robbd of vat he eageriy deſir d, 

Was rais'd by Love; but both by Fury er- 

He counſels both, and ſtrives to make them Friends; 
The People ſuffer when the Prince oſſends; | 
By Luft and Rage were thouſand Miſchiefs Janes. 

By Pride and Treachery, in Camp and Town: 

And then what Courage, and: m Wit en dev 
He uſefully doth in Ulyſſes ſhow ; 

Who, Troy o'erthrown, e Countries nents. 
And ſtrictly view'd their 'Towns and Government. 
And while thro' raging Seas he ventur d home, 
Met thouſand Dangers, and did overcome: 


Stk: 


276 EPIST.qH\.. Boo I. 


Still careful of his Ven he did advance, eth ot 

And ſafely ſtem'd the Waves of dang rous — 

The Sirens Songs, and Circe's Bowl you know, 

Which like his Mates had he but taſted too, 

Baſe and unthinking he had ferv'd the Whore, 

In ſhape of naſty Dog, or mi'ry Boar: © 

We are the number, born to drink and eat, 

The. Wooers of Pezelope,: the. ſpruce; _ 

The lazy. Raſcals; and whoſe whole « 

Was to get vicious pleaſure, and be fine: 

| Who: thought it virtuous to ſleep half the Dax. 

And lull their Cares with Songs, Dances and Puy. 
FE, Rogues riſe. before e eee | | 

| Wilt thou not wake to fave thy ſelf alive? | 

If now, when well, you will not leave our 8 

In vain 383 Wy? when ee avfirk a Dine T 


Pale treacherous Sins will 504 ever make, 2d, | 
And Luft or Envy vex thee: whilſt awake: | 

For why, when any thing offends thy Eyes, 

Doſt thou ſtreight ſeek for eaſe; and freight nes 
Yet if it ſhall oppreſs thy Mind, endure ©», --; ; 
The Ills with Patience, and defer the Cure? | 
He that hath once defigns > © | 
Hath finiſnd ——— begin: ' 
He that defers to live, is like the Clown, 1 


Who waits, expecting till the River's gone: 
But that ſtill rouls its Streams, and will roul on. 
We ſeek for Wealth, a good and fruitful Wife, 
The Pleaſures, "Comforts, and Supports of Life; 

Our Woods are tam d, and plough'd encreaſe. our ſtore; 

He that hath got enough deſires no more. 

Did - ever Lands, or heaps of Silver eaſe 

The feav'riſh Lord: Or cool the Rot Diſeaſe? 
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or free his Mind from Cares ? He muſt have Health, 
He muſt be well, chat wou'd, egjay his Wealth. 
le that deſires or fears, 'diſeas'd in Mind, 
wealth profits him as Pictures do the Blind 
Phiſters the Gouty Feet; and charming Nw. 
And ſweeteſt\Sounds, the tuft and. troubled Ears: 
The muſty Veſlels four what they contain 
dcorn Pleaſure, Pleaſure hurts that's bought with Pain. 
The Greedy want, to Wiſhes fix an End nt Ft, A | 
The Envious pine at th? Fatneſs of * AP 
The fierecſt, Tyrants never yet could nd. 
A greater Rack. than Envy to the Mind. 8 „ 
The Man that doth too haſtily e Sg 
That is all Fire, and. cannot ouch, his Rage, 10 a 
Baffles bis own. Deſign, while pany AA 
e e hek 

is a ſhort Frenzy, curb thy 

Fo pon thy Rage, which muſt. be-rul'd, or rk 
ble all thy Art, with all thy Force reſtrain, , Aon 
And take the ſtrongeſt: Bit, and firmeſt Rein 
The Jocky trains the n 2 
While yet ſoft· mouth d he breeds him to the Courſe : 
The Whelp, fince-when ith? Hall he learn d to bark 
At Buck-skins ſtuff d, now o'er the Park: 
Now, now, while young, with virtuous Rules gs 
Suck holy Precepts now, and: free from Sin. x 
What falon'd firſt the Veſſel keeps the. Taſte * er, 
Now if you lag behind, or run too faſt. 
© ſtay not for the Slow, I mind my Race, 
Nor 7 res on det that nn 6 ie f. 
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RED arr. | 
M* | Falis hi; vel . * 20 
' Wits e Riſen Wade War. 

Doth Thrace, or Hebris, e 


Or doth the Hellefponr, I vriſh to know: 
Or Aſia's fruitful Fields, detain you row ? 
What do the Wits defign ? Who nobly dares, 
(This wou'd T know) to write Ge Wars? 
And who, inſpir d win an unn Rage, , 
Shall ſpread his and Leagues thre? future ** 
And what doth Tus, he of owing Fame, 
Who doth not fear to drink e Pindars Stream? 
Who ſcorns known ant Lakes, that mane 
And is.he well, and doth he think ef me? | 
Doth he, he Muſe propitious, nobly fing, 

And fit t the Thedan String? 
Wing and treads the Stage, 
In tri erſe, Lala wells with Tragik Rage? 
And how: doth Celſas do? Fo 
Whom I ftill warn, as T ao oft ine, 5 
To get ſome Stock, ſome Riches of his own;. 
And not from others Laborrs kept for Fame, 
In wiſe” Apollos Temple fteal a Name: 
Leſt all the Birds ſhould come, and claim their own, 
And th' Chough be his, when her ſtoln Plumes are gone; 
What do you do ? What will your Mind produce ? 
From what ſweet Beds of Thyme ſuck precious Juice? 
For you have Wit enough, your Senſe is great, 
Your Words well — your Expreſſion neat : 1 


8 
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Whether: with poynant n 
Defend the Innocent, and teach the Laws: - 


Or chuſe ſoft Numbers, and ſmobth 

The chicfeſt Crown ſtill -ultly Wilts U 

If you cou'd leave thoſe Cares that num thy Minds | 
Shake off thy Fears, and leave the Clog behind, 

Then you wor'd live as Wiffom's Rules adviſe : | 
This is the Work, the noble Study this 3 - | 
This Rich and Poor ſhowd make their preateft' — 


If we wou d live ſectre, and free from Fer, 

To honeſt Men, and to our Country dea. 
Pray write me whether, for I with to know; ” 
You love Numenius, as you ought to do. 
Or if the former difference, clos d in rain, 

Was never fully cur'd, but breaks again. 

But you in whatidever Part you tive, - | 
Whether tis Heat or Raſhneſs makes you ſtrive; 

Both brave and hot, and o! too dear, to prove 
How frail are all the Bands of Brothers Love: 
Where-&er you nov reſide,” return to Rome, 

Fe Steer to offer when you wie.” | 


e THEMES. 5 
4 « pi Hit to ren. 


Ar Us, the nen ck 4 1 "IIA 


What ſtall J fay that you are doing now? EX 
In Pedan Fields do you deſign to write, 
More great than Cſſius, and with higher Flight ?_ 

Or doſt thou gravely walk the healthy Wood, _ 
Conſidering what befits the Wiſe and Good ? 
For you are not all Body void of Mind, 
The GolW-N0e- 290 3 Ot 1 EARS: 
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And Wealth and Skill enough to uſe thy Store 

What cou cou'd a Nurſe for her dear Child wiſh more, ; 

Than that he mighe be Saber. whilſt he lives, V 

r 

Enjoy the Love of all, ell Bae and Meakh 

And cleanly Diet, with ſufficient Wealth ? 

While mid ſtrong Hopes and Fears thy - point 

Think ev'ry aan Sun, will fe thy laſs, 

And ſo the Hour 

Of Life pralong d, ben qame, will „ 

Then come and] dee now grown Plump and fine, 
Whey POT IE en . Swine. 


de 


EPIS T. V. 
To his Biel Torxquarus, 


He raus i rad o lud cu. 


My Friend Turquatus, and endure to Eat 
A homely Diſh, a Sallad all the Treat: 
Sir, I ſhall make a Feaſt, my Friends invite, 
And beg that you woutd Sup with me to Night. 
My Liquer flow'd from. the Minturnian Vine, 
In Taurus Conſwlſhip, tis common Wine; 
If you have better, „ Mecks-be Gon 
Oc the what 1, the Lord, provide, content. 
My Servants fvveep and furniſh eur Room. 
My Dithes all-are cleans'd you come * 
Forbear thy wanton: Hopes, and Toy! for Gan, 
And Maſchus Cauſe; tis all but idle Pain. 
To Morrow Ce/ar's Birth -· day comes, to give. 
Releaſe to Cares, and a ſmall Time. to live. _ 
Then we may ſleep till Noon, and gay Delight. | 
And Art rs l che Summers N E. 


FF you can fit upon a patkry Seat, FaJep 5 


wha 


—— 
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What is my Wealth, if I muſt always ſpave ? 
He that lives Poor, to leaye a wealthy Heir, 
Is near a-kin to Mad. PII Drink and Play, ih 
Exjoy my fl and fling: my Gold a e | 
[ll frolick (let the paring be thought wiſe) — | 1 
Content to be eſteem'd a Fool for this: | | 


: 
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What Wonders cannot Wine effect? tis frre = 
Of Secrets, and turns Hope to. Certainty y;: i 
It puſhes on the'unarm'd Man to Wars 


It frees the troubled Mind from weighty ern * 

It teaches Arts, it teaches howy to Think, Lata 
And what. Man is not Eloquent ins Drink? Haw 
And who tho' 8 narrow Want's novires >: 1 
Now T'll provide (pray leave that Task to 1 

Im willing, and Im fit for ſuch a Care, _ * 
Your Seats ſhall be as clean as any are; 4 
Your Napkins good, no Spot ſhall foul the Cloth; OL 
Whoſe Sight might make you ſnuff your Noſe, and __ 
The Cups well ſcour d, the: modeſt Table grace, | F 
The Diſhes ſhine that you may ſee your Face. 1 
Kone ſhall be ber chat ſhall bare treach'rous Ente., AK .- 
And carry Ger our Threſhold iwhat he bear: 
And that thy Boon Companions may be fit, Lo . 0 
deptimius too, and Brutus Fll invite: 515 > BE ITT- 
And if no dearer Miſe, or better Feaſt : D 
Holds Sabin e r ien i 
I've Room enough, and each may bring his Friends, 
But Sweat! at Tablas too much offends; 
Pray, ſend:Me word what time you will be here. 
How, many Friends n thy Care. 
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And vrhilſt thy Clients throng about thy Hall, 
dern forth des de back Door and bk an ad. 1 | | 
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. firms tbe dinkey. 
or n eee 


ö admire nothing Keen ane ont 26:66)... 


j 
! 


"Ie is the.caly Aathed heed know, 
To make Men Happy, and to keep em fo. 
And all the various Scaſons:free from Fears : 
Well then, thoſe Gifts of Earth, the Gums and Gold, 
Which feat Arabia and the Indies hold, 
| Applauſe and Office, that miſtaken Good, 
That great Preſerment of the Raman . fn 
When theſe are view'd with all their gawdy Show, 
How calm ſhou'd be our Thoughts, how {mooth-ourBrow | 
Now thoſe that: fear their Oppolites, admire 
Theſe Toys, as much as he that doth defire ; 
For . ell mgaeRey Fagan Cocainy 
And hoh at ſudden Dilappeintments grieve. _. 
Whether ane 50x, arigrieve, — 
Or ſtrive t@dhun,, ar eagalyapptove,.: : | 
- Tis all alike if the nent apps, 

Or worſe, er better, . : 
He ſtands amazid; wil ſix d and flaring Eyes, 
Hi Lambs and Seul grow ſtiff at the mme: | - 
The — bo Dujuls, Miſe void of Wit, 4 
That ſac & an Virtue more than what is ũʒt:: 
| Nowe Jet Gold und Statues chartn-thine Eyes, | 
Go, and adm ina th Gems: an 2 65 
Rejoice that when you ſpeak Men gape and wait 4 
Go to the Court betimes, and come home late; 
' Leſt Mutins e 
Far tis unfit, * 
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Rather let him be wonder d at by you, 

Than you n 

Whate er's beneat Ground Age brings to 

And that will bury too, and hide the bright. . 
When Appius Way, and Grippa's Porch, ſhall know, 
And ſee thee famous, thou muſt walk below, 

As Numa, and as Aucus long ago. 

If vexing Pains thy Sides or Kidneys ſeize, 

| Then ſeck ſome preſent Cure for thy Diſeaſe. 

Wou'dſt thou live well? Who not? Then qty rv, 
And now fince Virtue only this can give, © 
Then leave thy falſe Delights, aud that purſue: 

But if you think their wild Opinion true, 

(As heedleſs Minds the vaineſt Things approve) | 
That Words make Virtue joſd as Tros:a Groves - 85 
Then follow Wealth, make that thy chicfeſt Care, | f 
See none Foreſtal, and none Ingroſs the Fair, 

Or bate the Prices of thy precious Ware. 
Then get One thouſand Talente, then one more, 
And then another, and then ¶quare the Store: 
For by this Empreſs Meuſch is all beſtour d, gw pf 
A rich and honeſt Wife, and err Gj. 
As Beauty, Friends, and Nob of 'Bleod. .'' 
The Rich and Mony'd Man bath erry Grace, 3 
Perſwaſion in his and eng in his Fave 
The Cappadlocian is por in Coin, a 
Tho' —_— 1et- not his pes: 7008 5 
Lucullus, once deſir d do lend che Stages ; 
A thouſand. Sults, fays,” — cop 

So many Suits 4 il yet I var + 00 EY 
Ill ſearch am Store, 7 — fn IRE rat Fe 
And ſtreight writes word, —— gut: N 
And they-might take as many as they won d. 
That's an unfurniſh'd Houſe, that Maſter poor, 
| Tack ALS TOE GEE; 3 
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And whoſe ſuperfluous Plenty not deceives, 
And ſcapes the Maſter's Eye, and profits Thieves. 
If Wealth can make thee bleſt, and keep thee ſo, 
Mind it the firſt and the laſt Thing you. do. 2 
If Offices, and all their ga vvdy Fride, 
Then buy a witty Slave to guard thy Side; Y 
To tell thee great Mens Names, nl ſhow, 
And warn thee to bow Popularly lows: © 
Sir, that's a Lord, and this, Sir, s fuch 4 One, 
He bears the greateſt Sway in all the Town : 
Unleſs you cringe and get his; Voice, e. F 
His Vote dfpoſes-of the Canſuls Chair 
- Sir, as their Tears require, ſome "Beckers . 
Some Sons, and pleaſantiy auopt tem all. 
If he lives woll that eata well, come tis lights. | 
Let's go, led by our ruling: Appetite. 7; 
Let's Fiſh and Hunt as Gargil us d to 40, 
Who ev 'ry Morning bad his Servants: go, 


With Poles, and Nets, and Spears, = ai along. WI 
The wel!-lfd Markt- Place, and buſie Thron, Bri 
That one of many Mules might carry home if 
A'Boar, that he had bonght, e ging Kot, i: 4 WI Do 
Let's Bath, een whilſt the t Th 
Lies crude, . wits jſt and good: An 
Fit to be ward. Uiyſer. Mates outright, Pl 
Who lr her Gounry es tan bus Delight. £ 
If 2 Mimernus ſtrives to prove, U W 
Can cer be 3 without wanton Love: bn Cc 
Then live in wanton Love, thy Sport purſue, - ; 4 TI 
Let that employ thy Time; Adieu. Ye 
If you know. better, Rules than theſe, be free, Ti 
Impact. them ; but if not, uſe theſe with me. | 4 
(ir n 1 pr, 1 
007 Bi: +5; 08 Lion Fe 
tes e n 7 g 1 T 
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1. Ho excuſerh himſelf for not waiting on Went 
2. Commends his Generoſity. 3. His mo- 
derate Deſires, 


L JN five Days ti time I promi'd you, my Tord, 
To be in Town 

And yet all Auguſt paſt have broke my Word ; 

But, Sir, if -you deſign that I ſhou'd live, 

While now I fear I ſhall be fickly, give 

That Pardon to me which you wou'd allow, 
Suppoſe, my Lord, I were already ſo: 8 
While 9 burns, and Dog - ſtars Beams do ng 
While all Diſeaſes that attend on Age | 
re waiting now upon the aged Year, $3.10 241k 
While frequent Mourners in {ad Pomp appear, 8 
And careful Parents for their Children fear. 

When each Officious Viſit ſurely kills 

brings dangerous Feavers and unſeals our Wills; - 

if Winter's ſharp, and ſpreads the fields with Snows, y 
Down to the warm Sea-fide thy es 3 
There ſtudy little, and take loft Repoſe. 117 2 
And then when Spring returns, and Sewdllows come, 

Ill ſee you, if you pleaſe, my Lord, at Rome. 477 
II. Your Kindneſs makes me rich, unlike to theirs 
Who thus invite their Gueſts to eat their Pears. - 
Come, pray, Sir, eat: Sir, I'm content with theſe 5 

Then pray, Sir, take as many as you pleaſe ; | 

Your little Boys will eat them, tho but ſmall: 
Thanks, Sir, as mach as if I took them all: 
Then pray, Sir, take them, yet as you hink | 
But all the Pears you leave my Hogs muſt eat: 

Fools only give what they do ſcorn and hate, 

This Seed ſtill hath, and — ingraty + 
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But when the wiſe Men and the good beſtow, | 
Tho' they true Worth, from bare Prerences know, 
They tell you, you deſerv'd it long ago. | . 
If you wou d have me fall attend your Train, 
Neſtore my Vigour and my Youth again : 
My curl d black Locks ſpread oer my narrow Face, 
| Reſtore my merry Talk, and ſmiling Grace; 

And make me fit again for Loves Defign, 
And t' mourn coy Cynera &er & Glaß of Wine. 
A hungry Fox, When pinchd for want of Meat, 
Crept — a little Hole to Heaps of Wheat, 
And there well fill'd he wou d return again 
'Thro' the fame Chink ; be ſtrove, but ſtrove in vain: 


III. When lo the Weeſel cryd, 45ſurd deſign; 


eee! when yon got in, 
And if you would get out be quite as thin, 

Is this Seamus 

"The Gifts that came from you, and ask no more. 

The common People's Sleep I do not praiſe, 

Cauſe full my {elf and fare of happy Days. 

Nor wou'd 1 fel my Freedom and my Eaſe, 

For rich Avabia, or the richer Seas. | 

My Lord Mecanas, you do oſt admire 

And praiſe the Modeſty of my Deſire, 

' You King and Father I do aft confeſs, - 

When preſent, 2 

No try if I can reſign 

Whate ler 1 have, be pnor, and not r 

Telemgchus aid well, a barren Place 

I rule, unfit for Horſe, it yields no Graſs; 

Nor is it ſpread into a ſpacious Plain; 

Aerides, take your Preſents. back again: | 

Mean Things do ſait mean Men. — 

Rome's Pomp and State, they are no Charms to me. 

But unfrequented Hubers quiet Eaſe, 

The ſhady Nins, and ſoft Zimrmnyy pleato, 


— 


Phil, 


aps. vn. Book L . 


Mil, the famous Lawyer, home, 
(and as he — — Rome : 
mitt complaining, from his Houſe to Court 
Did ſem. a tedious Way, the onee but fhort) © 

He faw a ſpruce neat Fellow of the Town 
dung his Nails hard by, and all alone. 
Demetrius (he then waited on his Lord) 
Go quickly, run, enquire and bring me word, 
ho that Man is, what Trade, ani whit fe, 
Who is his Patrom, go, an tell me ſtraight. 
He runs, comes back, and {ays ; the Man by Name 
yulteius Mena, fpotels in his Fame, 
y Trade a Cryer, his Eſtate but ſmall, 
Enough for Nature's Wants, and that's His Al 3 
Now takes his Eaſe, and now his Game purſues, 
Knows howto get him Wealth, and hoo to uſe 
His Friends, his Equals, and bis Houſe H en; a 
And when his Bus neſs and s Cares are done, 
He freely takes the Pleaſitres of the Town. 
Well, I mut talk with him, go fireight invire, 
Go tell him he mii Sup with met Night, 
He went, but Mena eure believes the Boys 
Stently w betwine Fear and Joy 
kt haſt pleads Buſmeſs: n, uns T dm 7 
Yes, he denies you out of Fr, or Pridè: 
Next Morning early Philip" chanc'd to mere 
Vulteins, ſelling Toys about the Street. 
He comes up to him chere, and kindly Rid, 
Good-morrow, firſt. Mens excusd his Trade, 
The Clog that kindred chat he did not wait 
's Gate ; = 


This Morning early at his 'Worſhip' 
And laſtly that he Had not ſeen hina firſt. 
Says Phil, if you Sup with me to Night, 


& 4s 
# R 


I will forgive you: S, what you think fits 


Il wait on you 5 Then come at Three, he ſaid ; 
leſure you come; now go, and and your Trade. 5 
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He came and Supp, and Talk d, and, well content, Hl 
He thank d his Worſnip, r Ar A 
When after this he was obſeryd to wait * 
And often come to taſte the treach rous Bait; . A 
Fach Morn a Client, and a Gueſt at Noon ; } 
One Feaſt, when no Court Buſineſs cou'd be done, 

His Patron ask d him to ride out of Town : . 
He yields; and mounted on a Rately Horſe, 
He entertains him with.a long Diſcourſe; - . 
d we Field | 
He praiſeth; Philip mild, 9 2 
And fo to end the Talk, and make mode Sport, b 
He gives him, and (to cut the Story ſhort) - -- 

Lends him two hundred Pounds; and then perſwades ( 

. To buy a Farm, and leave his former Trades; . 
le takes the Counſel, buys, and leaves the Town, * 


Puts off the modiſh Spart, and turns a Comm | Te 

Talks nothing, but of Furrows, and of Vines,  _ II 
Improvement of his Land, and ſuch Deſigns : Ye 

| He minds his Trees, and takes a World of Pain, Nt 
Grows grey upon his Cares, and Thoughts of Gain; M 
| Wenn 3pm = 1 14eycereng BM oc 
| His Goats diſeas d. his TE 0 Ne 

And lab ring Od 0 (T 

Ig Vex'd at the vations: L015. An 
$ At midnight, in à Rage; 40 f duſe. If 
| | 2 When Philip faw | 2.hatll appear, of : 111 | v4 Be: 
'd and ih hehis Face, untrim'd: his Hair ; ; W] 
| Mena, ſays he, 1 end your ſelf with Care. | Ur 
| Good Patron, cry d out, in wild affright, At 
Pray, call me Wreech, if you wou d call me right; 1 Th 

| By 5 all that's good, and, all that's dear, An 
| By all love, my Tord, and all you — IP If 
I beg your Pity : caſe my vexing Pain, 19 7491 | An 

And turn m former Life, again  , Inf 

r 41 $7 ” ESE» "TW" » Want We 


He 
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He that hath once perceiv'd the treach'rous Bait, 

And how his firſt excells his preſent State, 

Let him return unto his former Care, | 

And follow what he left ; *tis juſt and fair, 6 
By our own Foot to meaſure what we are. 


'BPIST. va 
To his Friend CELSUS. 


lie complains of the Sickneſs of his Mind, and gives 
| his Friend Advice. 


(EY pry thee, Muſe, my loving Thoughts expreſs, 
And wiſh my Celſus Health and Happineſs : 

And if by chance he asks thee how I do, 

Tell him I make a Noiſe, a gawdy Show ; 

I promiſe mighty Things, I nobly ſtrive ; 

Yet fay what ill, unpleaſant Life I live : 

Not cauſe the Hail doth break my Vines, ar beat 

My Corn, nor cauſe my Olives ſhrink with Heat, 

Or Herbs grow ſickly in my Foreign Plain; 

No, but becauſe my Soul is vex'd with Pain, 

(The Body ſound) it is a ſharp Diſeaſe, 

And yet I can t endure to hear of Eaſe : 

I ſtorm at my Phyſician, hate my Friend, 

Becauſe they ſtrive to wake my drowſie Mind: 

What's good I hate, and what will hurt approve, 0 
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Unſettled ſtill, and as wild Fancies rove, | 

At Tyber, Rome, at Rome I Tyber love. 

Then ask him how he doth with his Command, 

And how he pleaſeth Claudius and his Band,; 

if he ſays well, then firſt be ſure rejoice, 

And after, with a ſmall inſtructive Voice, 

Infuſe this Precept at his liſt' ning. Ear, 

We will bear you, as yeu your Fortune bear. 
N 8 E 
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+> 13 3, IX. 


He Chininends his Friend Septimius ro Claw 
| dius Neto, FO 


T Think my Friend, my Dear Septimius, knew 
How great an Intereſt, Sir, I have in you ; 

For he ſtill 'asks and begs me as a Friend, 

He importunes me that I wou'd Commend, 
And bring him to your Service; he is fit 

For Nero's Train and Love, who does admit 
None but good Men, and Men of Senſe and Wit. 
He thinks me intimate, my Intereſt good, 

And more than T my ſelf e er underſtood: 

I long deny'd, a thouſand Tricks I us d, 
And urg'd a thoufand Things to be excusd; 

But fearing I ſhou'd ſeem too ſhy, to 6wn 

My Pow'r with you, kind to my ſelf alone, 
And Scandals of a worſer Fault prevent, | 
Tm'turn'd, my Lord, a modeſt Impudent, f 
I boldly ask; now if you can Commend 
My Boldtiefs in the Service of my Friend, 
Accept Septimius, let him fill your Train, 
1 promiſe him a ſtout and honeſt Man. 


J OE og POO 


ſ 


Do Flowers ſhine leſs, or ſmell leſs ſwreet than Gems; 


ny Gardens dreſs ; our Care ſhows what we love: : 
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EP IS T. . | 
To his Friend Foscus A260 


1. Prefers the. Country before the . 2. The 
 Coverons muſt be Slaves. | 


I. LL Health 1 Lover of the Country ſend 
To Fuſcus, the gay City's greateſt Friend: 

Wb in all Things a, What one approves, 

Or flies, the other likewiſe hates or loves, 

We Nod together like old acquainted Doves. 

And now we diſagree in this alone, 

Our Humours differ here; you love the Town, 

And J the pleaſant Plains, and purling Flood, 

The Groves, and moſſy Banks, and ſhady Wool. 

In ſhort, I live, -I reign, ſince Im retir d 

From that which you as much as Heav'n admir d. 

Like one at laſt from the Prieſts Service fled, 

„Loathing the hony'd- Cakes, I long for Bread: 

Do you a Life to Nature's Rules deſign, 

And ſeek ſome fit Foundation to begin, 

Some Baſis where this happy Frame to raiſe ? 

The quiet Country is the fitteſt ace. 

Where is the Winter's Cold more mild than here ? 

Aud when the- Sun aſcends, and burns the Year, 

Where does a more delightful Wind aſſwage 

The Dog ſtar s Fury, or the Lion's Rage? 

Or where do envious Cares break fewer Dreams? 


Than thoſe fair Springs that with their wanton Play, 


Are Streams more pure that Leaden Pipes convey, 
And gentle Murmurs, eat their eaſie Way? c 


Een midſt our Palaces we plant a Grove, 


|S TI 
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That Houſe is moſt eſteem'd, he wiſely builds 
That hath a Proſpect to the open Fields. 
Strive to expel ſtrong Nature, tis in vain, 
With doubled Force ſhe will return again, 
And conquering rife above the proud diſdain, 
Not thoſe that drive a Trade in Brian Dyes, 
Yet know not Counterfeits, nor how to prize, 
More vexing and more certain Cheats purſue, 
Than thoſe that can't diſtinguifh falſe from true. 
Thoſe whom the Smiles of Fate too much delight, 
Their ſudden Frowns-more ſhake and more affright. 
What you admire, you will-be Ivath to loſe ; 
.Greatneſs and Fortune's -gilded Snares refule : 
* Ar humble Roof, plain Bed, and humble Board, 
„More clear and more untainted Sweets afford, 
Than all the Tumult of vain Greatneſs brings, 
« To Kings, or the ſwoln Favourites of Kings. 
II. Both fed together, till, with *injur'ous Force, 
The ſtouter Deer expelld the weaker Horſe 
He beaten flies to Man to right his Cauſe, 
Begs help,: and takes the Bridle in his Jaws. 
'Yet, .tho? he. conquer'd, tho' he rul'd the Plain, 
He bore:the Rider ſtill, and felt the Rein. 
Thus tko mean Wretch, that fearing to be poor, 
Doth ſell his Liberty for meaner Ore, 
Muſt bear a Lord, he muſt be ſtill a Slave, 
That cannot uſe the little Nature gave. 
Him whom his Wealth doth not exactly fit, 
Whoſe Stores too cloſely, or too looſely lit, 
Like Shoes ill made and faulty, if too great 
They overturn, and pinch him if too ftrait. 
Content, Ariſtius, with thy preſent Store, 
Thou wilt live wiſely, and not wiſh for more; 
And let me, pr'ythee, feel thy ſharp Reproof, 
If I ſhall Give tor more than juſt enough. 


=D A 
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Rony muſt rule, or muſt obey the Mind, 

More fit for Service than for Rule deſign'd. 

Behind Vacunas Fane theſe Lines I drew ; - 

well pleas d with ev'ry thing, but * vou. 


ii 


To his Friend Bullatus, who had been Travelling SY 
That Happineſs may be had any where. 


Chios and ſtately Sardis, let me know; 
If they are ſuch as Fame reports,. or no ? 
Or can you find more pretty Things at home ? 
&re all theſe Places mean, compar'd to Rome? 
Or elſe doth ſome Attalian City pleaſe, 5 


Ullatus, how did pretty Samos ſhow; ? 


Or Lebedus, where tir'd with boiſt'rous Seas, 

And tedious Roads, you firſt fat down to Eaſe ? 

Now Deſart Lebedus contains but few, 

And leſs than Gabii or Fidene knew. 

3 there my Days I with Content cou d ſpend, 
„and be forgot by ev'ry Friend. 

nn fafe | at hw re Winds and Storm engage, 

And ſmile from Land at diſtant Neptunes Rage 

But he that comes to Rome, thro' Rain and Mire, 

Wou'd not live always by a Kitchin Fire. 

And he that's cold commends not Baths and Heat, 

As if they made a happy Lite compleat. g 

Nor cauſe Storms toſs ſhou'dſt thou ſtrait ſeek thy Eaſe, 

And {ell thy Ship beyond Ægeæan Scas. 

Fair Ahrelene will prove as great a Good 

To Men of ſober Minds, as Tyber's Flood 

To Swimmers, when cold Winds ſeverely blow, 

As Freeze in Summer, Silks in Froſt and Snow. 

While Fortune ſmiles, and\gives thee happy Days, 


chu. at Rome, and abſent Samos praiſe; 
N 3 | Take. 


%% Ep TS T. XN. Boow I 

Take thankfully thoſe Hours the Gods ſhall 
Uſe while you may, and be not'flow to live. 
For if tis Reaſon; and not change of Air, 
That brings {oft Reſt; and frees our Souls from Cart. 
Thoſe that beyond - Sea go ſhall fadly find, 
They change their — ! alk their Mind. 

A buſie Idleneſs deſtroys our Eaſe, 
We Ride and Sail to ſeck for Happineſs. 
Yet what we ſeek with ev'ry Tide and Wind, | 
We can Cen here, or at Uludra, find, 
If we can have but a contented Mind. 


EPIST. XI. 


1. Defres his Friend Iccius to be content. 2. Commendt 
Pom pey Groſphus to him, 3. Tells how the 
Aﬀairs in Italy ſtand, | 


E I” You can uſe Agrippa's vaſt Eſtate, 

Which now you manage, tis the height of Fate: 
Not Jove himſelf cou'd. give a greater Store, 
Tho' grown profuſe; my Friend, complain tio more 5 
He that hath Things for Uſe is never poor. 
If thou haſt cleanly Food and Suits etow, 
What more than this can kingly Wealth beſtow ? 
If at full Tables, ſtor d with dainty Meat, 
You can contain, and Herbs and Mallows eat, 
Thus thou wilt live, if prodigal of her Store, 
The Golden Streams of Fortune gild thee o'er: 
*Cauſe Mony cannot Nature's Stamp deface, 
And all Things you. below true Virtue —_—_ . 
Why ſhou'd we wonder, is it ſtrange to find, Þ 4 
Democritus grown poorer, While his Mind 
Was gone abroad, and left his Limbs behind ? 
While you thro' clogs of Gain can nobly climb 


— OR TO} 
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What: bounds the raging; Sea, what rules. the Year ? 
Whether, by their en Force, the. Planets. err, 

or ſome ſuperior Guide? What ſpreads the Night? 
What hides the Moon? What fills her er 
What diſagreeing Seeds of Things can make? 
The Szoicks or Empedocles miſtake? 
Whatever Life you live, or Fiſnes dreſs d, 
Or Leeks and Onions kilbd do make your Feaſt; 

II. Be kind, let Pompey Groſplas be your Gueſt. 
What he ſhall ask (he'll ask but little) grant, 
Friends are in {mall Eſteem. where good Men want. 

III. But now to tell how-- Rome s Affairs do ſtand: 
Cantabria yields to ſtout Agrippa s Hand; 

Armenia Claudius Nero's Courage feels, 3 
The haughty Parthian now to Caeſar knee!s : 
And golden Plenty,, with a boungeojs Hand, 
Rich Harveſts freely ſcatters o'er our Land, 


EPIST, XIII. 


* * Friend Vinnius Aſella, about preſenting 
his Books to Cæſar. 


23 


A= 1 ird you oft before you went, 

I beg thee, Vizuns, no my Books preſent 
To Ceſar, ſeal'd.; when vexing Cares are fled, 
When well, When merry, when he asks to read: 
Leſt over-buſie. in thy. kind: 

You chuſe ill Hours, and make him hate my Lines; 
But if the Pack ſhall-pinch thee throw it down, 
Refuſe.to bear it, and the Weight diſuuvn. 
Rather than having paſt the tedious Road, 

Thy Saddle ſhake, and ſtrive to caſt the Load; 

And thus make goed thy Father's ancient Name, 

Be 4/s indeed, a publick Talk and Same: 


N 4 With 
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With all thy Strength o'er Lakes and Mountains run, 
And, we thoſe Streights are paſt, you reach the 

Town, | 
Take heed, and what you bring diſcloſe to none : 
Be ſhy, and.cautious, nor my Books proclaim, 
Nor bear them, as a Rusſtick wou'd a Lamb, 
Under thy Arm, as if thy Hands were full, 
As drunken Pythia carries pilfer d Wool; 
As when invited to his Landlord's Houſe, 
A Country Tenant bears his Hat and Shoes : 
Proclaim not that you ſweat thoſe Lines to bear, 
Which will detain Great Ceſar's Eyes and Ear; 
Make all the haſte my eager Wiſh requires: 
Farewell: take heed you anſwer my Deſires. 


EP IS T. XIV. 


To his Steward, that he prefers the Country before the 
City, and why, 


OU Steward of my Woods and pleaſant Plain, 

Which when I reach, I am my ſelf again: 
Contemn'd by you, tho' it hath kept alone 
Five ancient Dwellers, and is often known \ 
To ſend five Senators to Baria's Town, 
Come, now tis time, let's ſee which of the two, LET 
I from my Mind, or from my Paſtures you, | 
Can pluck Thorns beſt, and which is better till d, 
And which is better, Horace, or his Field: 
Tho Lamia's Piety, and mournful Care, 
That weeps his Brother's Fate, detains me here; 
Yet ſtill my Mind's abroad, my Soul doth ſtrive 
To break the Bars, and get free Room to live. 
I praiſe the Country, you the happy Town: 
Ho that loves * States diſlikes his own : 


1 


9 * 
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We blame the Places, both deceiv'd and Fools, 
"Tis undeſerv d, the Fault is in our Souls . 
Our Souls that are their own Companions ſtill, 
And groan beneath their Native Load of III: 

I Town your Wiſhes beg d the Fields and Plain, 
A Farmer now you ask the Town 

I conſtant to my {elf part griev'd from home, 
When hated Buſineſs forces me to eme. 
We two do very different Things admire, 

We widely diſagree in our Deſire. 

What you call lonely Melancholy Scats, 

A Man of my Opinion, as he hates 

What you think fair, accounts them fine Retreats. 
The Oily Ord'naries, the Stews do move 

Thy Wiſhes for the Town, they raiſe thy Love. 5 
And cauſe my little Farm doth bear no Vine, 

But Frankincenſe, I fee thy wild Deſign: 5 5 
No neighb'ring Tavern there to {ell thee Wine; ; 
No wanton Songſtreſs there to pleaſe thy Senſe, 
And kaiſe thy heavy Limbs into a Dance: 

Yet thou doſt labour, thou doſt toyl and ſow, 
And break thy Fields, that never felt the Plough : 
Yer you take Care, you waſh my bleating Flocks, 
And gather Boughs to feed my wearied Ox. 


And if the River run above the Bound, 
Swoln big with Rain, you raiſe a ſtronger Mound, 


And teach it to forbear the Meadow Ground. 
Now why theſe Things ſo differently appear 
To us, and what divides our Fancies, hear 
I, that lov'd all the Frolicks of the Town, 

C0 powder d Locks, a fine and gawdy Gown; 
That pleas'd coy Cynera without a Price, 
That lov'd Debauch, and courted ev'ry Vice, 
Now like ſhort Suppers, and at civil Hours, 
And Skep by purling Streams, on Banks of Flow s. 


8 TT 


—— 


Once to be wild is no ſuch foul Diſprace, 0 — 
But tis fo ſtill to run the frantick Race : 

There on my Joys no Squint-ey'd Envious wait, 
None frowns, none looks askew, no ſecret Hate, 
With venom'd Tooth, doth bite: My — ſmile 
Jo ſee me buſy at my little Toil. 

But you had father be remov'd to Town, 
That way your Mind and Wiſhes run: 
The City Slaves, the while the Country love, 

And envy thee, thy Garden and thy Grove: 

The Ox the Saddle asks, the Aſs the P 
Let All (chars beſt) purſue the Arts they know, 


EPIST. xv. 


* To his Friend Vala, inquiring wher he 4 d is 
the Place whither he deſigns to retire for 
his Health. 


— 


E AR Vula, pyythee, quickly ſend me Word, | 
What Velia, what Salernum can afford? 
How hot the Winter? If the Air be good? 
What manner d Men live there? And what's the Road? 
True, my Phyſician tells me I may ule 
The Bajan Baths, but thoſe their Help refuſe, 
Becauſe in Winter cooler Streams I chuſe. 
That I ſhould leave their Groves, their ſulphurous Stream, 
So fam'd for curing knotty Gouts, contemn ; 
The whole Town mourns, and curſes the Diſeaſa, 
That makes us feek the Chſſan Springs for Eaſe : 
That makes us leave her Groves, her warmer Scat, 
For unfrequented Gaby's cool Retreat. 
To change my Station now I muſt 
And force my Horſe beyond my ufual Inn : 
So ho, where now? the angry Riders ſay, 
And ſtifly pull the Rein, that's not the way. * 
5 ; ſe 
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We re not for Bay or Cyme.: and then ſooth, 

But bridled — Ears are in their Wu | 

Which yields the moſt, and which the ſweeteſt Grain ? 

Whether they ſet out Tubs to catch the Rin, 

Or elſe haye conſtant Springs, their Water clear? 

For I don't like the Wine | 2 fancy there? 

. when at home, then any Drink will pleaſe, 
when I go abroad to take my Eaſe, 

Enjoy Seas Warmth, my Thoughts from Cares reprieve, 

My Liquor muſt be good, if I wou'd-live : 

Such as will fill my Veins with gen'rous Fire, 

Bring certain Hopes of Health, and Thoughts infþire ; 

Such as may make my wanton Wiſhes riſe, 

And ſhow me young and grateful to my Mig :) 

Where moſt Hares run, moſt Boars infeſt the Plains! 2 

Which Sea moſt Oyſters, which moſt Fiſh contains? 

That while I live may be plump and gay ; 

You write me Word, I'll credit what you ſay. 

Menius, when all his little Lands were gone, 

Alt looſely ſpent, and he a Man o'th* Town; 

A Bully, at no certain Board he din d. 

No Houſe to lodge, but rail'd at Foe and Friend 3. 

A bitter Rogue to jeer, and ſharp to feign, 

Severe to ſcandalize; the very Bane = 

And Ruin of the Shambles ; pet: he got 

He fwallow'd ; all went down his greedy Throat. 

He, when. his Cheats not anfwer'd his Defires, 

oo little came from Fops, and bubbl'd Squires,. 
ou'd feed on Guts, and on the vileſt Meat, 

— as much as three large Bears could eat; 

Aid ſober he, while thus he hardly far d, 

Houd have, forſooth, the Spend-thrifts Bellies ſeard a 

Yet the ſame Menius, when his Gains were more, 

And on his Gut he waſted. all his Store | 

| Turn'd all to Smoak and Aſhes, us d to cry 

* Wander, Faith, to ſee that Man fred ligh, 
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When not the World a fairer Sight can ſhow, | 
Than the large pickled Belly of a Sow. 

I'm juſt like him, when poor, Oh how I love 
The ſafe and little Store, and how approve! 
When rich, then thoſe are bleſt, and only thoſe, 
Whoſe ſtately Houſe their hidden Treaſure ſhows, 
None live ſo "well none take ſuch ſoft Repoſe. 


EPIST:. XVI. 


1. To his Friend Quintus, a Deſcription of his little Farm, 
2. Advice concerning a happy Life. 


I. SK me not, Onintas, what my Farm doth yield, 
Whether tis Hay or Corn that crowns my Field; 

Elms cloath'd with vines, or Fruit, or Ohves riſe, 
II tell you what it is, and how it lies. 
A Ridge of Hills a ſhady Vale divides, 
And takes the Sun's kind Rays on both her Sides; 
= , ht Hand opens to the riſing Day, 

Hand gently takes the ſetting Ray 
bow Ike the Cime: If ev'ry Hedge that grows 
Doth bluſh in Cornoils, or doth mourn. in-Sloes, . 
It Beechen Groves and fruitful Oaks afford © = 
Meat for my Cattle, Shades for me their Lord, 
You'd think Tarentzms. pleaſant Fields remove 
To wait on me, and ſpread a ſhady Grove. 
A pleaſant Spring, almoſt a River flows, 
Not Heber's Streams the Thracian Fields incloſe 
With Waves more cool and clear; the Waters ſpread 
To purge the Stomach good, and cleanſe the Head, 
Theſe pleaſant, (nay? tis zrue) theſe ſweet Retreats 
Preſerve my Health amid the Summer's Heats. 

II. And you live well, if what Fame ſays be true, 


Fax all admire, and Rome doth boaſt of you, 
She 


EPIST. XVI. Boo 1. 30 


She calls you happy, but, my Friend, I fear 

You more believe what others ſay you are. 

Than what you know your ſelf: _ 

Eſteem none happy but the Wiſe and Good; 

Nor when you're flatter d by the heedleſs Crowd 
That you look well, diſlemble thy Diſeaſe, 

Sit down to feaſt, and give it time to ſeive, 

Until it ſhakes, and thou canſt eat no more: 

'Tis fooliſh Shame to hide a feſt' ring Sore: 

Suppoſe one ſpeaks of Wars and noble Fights, 

And with theſe Words thy empty Ears delights :- 

Jove, who for you, and for the People cares, 
Leaves ſtill in doubt whoſe Safety moſt prefers, 

Ie People yours, or elſe the Peoples you, 

Doſt ſee this Praiſe: is only Cæſars due: 

Yet when they call thee Good, canſt thou agree? 
Canſt thou conſent that That belongs to thee? - 

For you and I both love the Crowd ſhou d ſay | 
That we are good, but what that — 12 
To morrow, if it pleaſe, it takes away: 8 
As when it Offices on Fools beſtow, 

They call them back, and ſcorn the Man they choſe: : 
Lay down, *tis ours, they cry; I lay it down 
Poor naked Wretch, and griev'd depart, and frown: : 
The ſame Crowd calls me Thief, they paſs a Vote 
That I'm unchaſt, or cut my Father's Throat; 
And with falſe Scandals bite me; muſt I fear, 

Muſt I Jook pale for this? or ſhed a Tear? 

Falſe Honours pleaſe, and falſe Reports diſgrace 

And trouble, whom ? The vicious and the baſe: 

Who then is Good? Why, he that keeps the Laws, 
And ancient Rites; whoſe Word ſecures a Cauſe: 
Who reconciles his Neighbours, free from Strife, 

And ſeerns to lead a fair and honeſt Life: 
Yet all his Neighbours know him baſe within, 
His Out- ſide's fair, his Infide's black with Sin. | 
/ I Suppoſe 


36; E FIS T XVE Bookt, 


Suppoſe my Suave ſhou'd {ay, I neither fly, 

Nor ſteal: Moll, tho haſt thy Remard, ſay 7, 
Thou art not ſcourg'd: I never killd a Man, 
tell, thou ſhalt not be hung d. or torn with Pain: 
But I am thrifty, honeſt, good, and wiſes. 

| Cabellus cannot grant it, nay denies : 

For crafty Foxes dread the ſecret Snare, 
The Kite and Hawk, altho' the Bait be fair, 
Yet never ſtoop wheze they ſuſpect a Gin; 
The Good for Virtue's ſake abhor a Sin. 

"Tis fear of Puniſhment reſtrains thy Will, 
Give Leave, how eagerly wou'dft thou be ill? 
Suppoſe you ſteal few Grains from Stores of Wheat, 
The Loſs, tis true, is leſs, the Crime's as great: 
The Man that's honeſt in the People's Eyes, 
Whene er he kills a coſtly. Sacrifice, 

A Pig or Bull, and while his Vows-are good, 
Apollo, Fanus hear, he prays aloud; . 
But murmurs ſoftly, to be heard afraid, 

Good, Good Laverna, hear me, grant me Aid. 
For ſuch a Cheat, let all believe me Good, ; 


Les me ſeem juſt and honeft to the Crowd, : 
er eee eee 
How are the Covetous than Slaves more free, 
That baſely ſtoop for ev ry Pin they ſee, 

J can't imagine. He that ſtill doth crave 
Muſt fear; and he that fears muſt be a Slave: 
For he hath loſt his Arms, and baſely fled, 
Left Virtue's Camp, and all her — betray d; 
That's eager to be rich, that ſtrives for more, 

Goes on, and dies beneath the weighty Store: 
Forbear to kill the Captive thou canſt ſell, 

His Work will bring thee Gain, dell ſerve thee well: 
Whether he tills thy Field, or feeds thy Sheep, 
Or Sails, and Winters in the raging Deep: 
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Man that's Good and Wiſe will boldly fay; 

yell Pentheus, King of Thebes, iy this 

Pray, what muſt I expett? What muff I fears | 
hat undeſerv d. mei I be fore'd to bear t 

Ill take away thy Goods: My Flocks, nay Land; 
vn may, tis ſubjem all to your Command - 

Il chain and rob thee of thy Liberty,” <1; 
God, hene er I pleaſe, will ſet me freer 

I think I know what theſe his Words deſign, 

Ill die, 677 II. 
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Aluiſeth his Friend Scæva 10 cbwſe, and lum ts Alus 
himſelf i 0 the Great Mons Acquairiauce. 


HO!', Scaus, genus thou haſt Witcomgh to.chuſe | 
The Great Mens Favour, and art skill d to uſe . 
Yet hear what thy unskilful Friend can Gay, - 
As if one blind pretends to ſhow the way; 
on ſce a while if what is fairly ſhown 

Be good, and-ſuch as you may make your o 
If you delight in Eaſe, and quiet Joys, 
If ratling Coaches, and the Tavern's Noiſe 
Diſturbs thee, Scæva, then refuſe the Charms 
Of Greatneſs, live upon thy little Farms; 
« For Pleaſures do not follow only Wealth: 
* Nor lives he ill, that lives and dies by ſtealth: 
But if you love to aim at nobler Ends, | 
And wou'd be able to aſſiſt your Friends, 
Live well thy ſelf, and better thy Eſtate, _ 
Now thau art — 4 3 the Fat: 
If Ariſtippus patiently eou - 
| 3 d the Courts of Kings declines 

If he chat cenſures me knew how to ue 
The Courts of Kings, he wou d his Herbs refuſe: 


Now 


Gi = —— — — 3 
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Now which of theſe you think is beſt, . 
Or elſe, my Junior you, with Patience hear 
Why Arxiſtippus Humour's beſt; for thus 
He bot'd the Cynick, as the Story goes: 

I for my ſelf, to pleaſe the People you 
Break Jeſts; my way's the better of the two : 

I make my Court, am free from fear or force; 
To carry me the King provides a Horſe, - 
While you beg Scraps : and tho you boaſt you live, 
And nothing want, are leſs than thoſe that give: 
All Fortune fitted Arifippres well, 

Aiming at greater, pleas'd. with what befe] : 

But for the Cynick, I ſhou'd think it — 2 

If he cou d look but comely in a 

The one will not expect a Purple Coat, | 

But howſoever cloath d he walks about, 

Thro Court and Town, and, with a decent Art, 
In either Habit neatly acts his Part: | 

But Purple, or a Gown of Cloth of Gold, 

The other hates, and he will die with Cold, 

Unleſs you will his tatter'd Rags reſtore; 

Go give him Rags, and let the Fool be poor: 

To War, and Triumphs near Fove's glorious Throne, 
"Tis all Divine, tis Ceſar's work alone: 

To pleaſe the Great is not the ſmalleſt Praiſe, 

Not all can go to Corinth now-a-days; 

He never ſtrives that doth deſpair to gain : 

Well, doth he bravely act that doth obtain? 

Yet here, or no where, we may hope to find C 


What we deſire: By one the weight's declin'd, 
Too great for his ſmall Strength, and little Mind! 
Another ventures, takes, and bears the fame, 7 
Or Virtue is a Show, an empty Name, 

Or he that tries, walks right to Wealth and Fame. 
The Man that's ſilent, nor proclaims his Want, 
Gets more than him that makes a loud Complint: 


1 
\ 
* 
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It differs whether fairly you receive, ; 


Or rudely ſnatch the things the Great can give, 
vet that's the chiefeſt Meaſure how to live: 

My Mother's poor, my Farm's too mean to ſell, 
And yet not yields enough to keep me well; 
My Niece a Portion wants, my Fortune's low; 
He that ſays thus, he cries aloud, Beſow- 
And when he hath it, others riſe and ſay, 

Divide the Booty, we will ſhare the Prey; 

But cou d the talking Crow in quiet eat, 

His Envy had been leſs, but more his Meat: 

A ſmall Retainer in a Noble's Train 

To fair Surrentum, that doth ſtill complain, 

The Road is bad, it: Rains, tis very Cold; 

My Cheſt is rifled, and Ive laſt my Gold: 

Does like the Jiting Whores that often mourn, 
4h me! my Garter's loft, my Hood is ton. 

Until at laſt, unheeging the "Complaint, 

We give no credit to their real Want; 

A Man, that hath been once abus d, grows ſhy : 
He views a Cripple with an heedleſs Eye; 
Nor lends a helping Hand, altho' he — | 

By Jas, ſoft ning ev'ry Oath with Tears, 
Believe me I'm no Cheat, and ſadly cries, * 
O Cruel, help the Lame: The Crowd replies, q 
Go ſeek a Stranger to believe thy Lyes. 


EPIS T. XVIII 75 Bi Find Loiius. 
Advice to his Friend how to behave himſelf, and get 
| the Love of all. 
Far Lollins, if I rightly hit thy Mind, $ 
You will be always ſuch as you . 


Not prove a. Hattærer, and profels & Friend : Eben 


P \ 
x 


Fox. 


— 
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Far Friends and faithleſs Nurterers differ: more, 

Than a chaſt Aſatran and a common: Whore, 

But ſtay, my Friend, there is another Vice 

Juſt oppoſite, and almoſt worſe than this: 

A Clowniſh Roughneſs, and unkindly cloſe, 

Unfriendly, ſtiff, and peeviſhly- moreſe; 

Which doch commend. her {elf and ſtrive to pleaſe, | 

With blackiſh Teeth, ſtretch'd-Skin, and Ruſtick Dreſt 

K prides its ſelf, and-wou'd be thought to be 

Clean perfect Virtue, and meer Liberty. 

Virtue doth Vite, as two Extreams,' divide, 
Drawn up from bothz and leans to neither Side. 

This, headlong to obey at ev'ry- Feaſt, | 

To pleaſe the great Ones, jeers the-meaner- Gueſt, 

The rich Man's Nod doth {o- ſeverely dread, 

Corres himſelf, and takes up what- he ſaid, 

As if you heard a trem School 

His Part, — — 2 

That ſtrives for Trifles, and for Toys contendg,. 

He is in earneſt, what he ſays defends: 

That I ſhow'd nos be-teuſtod right or wrong, 

Or be debarr'd-the freedom of my Tongue; 

Aud not baw! what I ploaſs! To part with this 

Erbint another Life too mean a price. ; 

The Queſtion is, Proy mb Why, which can boaſt 

Or Docilis or Caftor's knowing moſt, — 

Or whether thro Numicum i been't u good 

To fair Nu ,nw, as the Appian Road. 

Whom coſtly wenching, or a gawdy Whore, ; 

Or whom the Race, whom Dice makes quickly poor: 

ne a Fop, and who perfumes his Hair, 

's finer dreſt than his Eſtate will beat; 
Who for meer thirſt of Gold-doth gather how 
And who, out of pure fear of being poor: | 
1 ſtor d in all Defects 


Aad 
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And as good Mothers he will oft adviſe, 

I wiſh you d be more Virtuous-and more Wiſe 
Than I my ſelf am nom, I'vow I doe 
And faith; to ſpeak the truth mot times tis 18; 
My Wealth will bear my Folly (cenſe to firive 
with me) Sir, you have ſcarce enonghto- lives 
Cmtrat? your Vices, Sir forbear to vie; 

ww muſt not take: ſo great a Range as I. 

The Man, Eutrapelus would have undone- 
He ſtreight-preſented with.a-gawdy-Gown, 
That he, grown happy in his fine Attire; 

Might take new-Hopes,; and'raiſc his Wilkes highes: 
Forego his honeſt Trade fur eaſſe Viem 
deep on till Noon; and follew Whores and Dice, 

Take Mony up, till he Rath ſpent his All, 

And drives a Cart for Bread; or rots in fail: 
Pry not thro Secrets; what chou learn'ft conceal, 
Tho Wine and: Anger rack thee to reveal: 

Praiſe not thine own, or ſcorn thy Friends delight; 
Nor, when he'd have thee Hunt; keep home and writhy 
Thus Zethive ence with kis- dysphiow fixove,. 8 

Twin Brothers; Yall at aſt they join'd their Love; 

The ſofter Harp grew'mute; hie left hi Qui 

Amphion” yielded to his Brother's Will: 

Humour the great Ones, cuick Obedience yield 

To ſlight Commands, and when he tales the Field 
With Nets, or Hawks, or Hounds, no Sport refuſe, 
Shake off thy EZ and il-humour'd Muſe : 
That thou may/ſt car at Night" Wit bn half caughs;. 
And ſup with them ; for this the Ancients taught, 

And this the Romans uſe, 'tis free from Shame, 

'Tis good for Life, and Heath, and gets thee Fame, 
Since thou art well in Health, art ſtrong to wound 
And fight the Boar; or to out-run the Hound, 
None with.more Art than you can caſt a Spear, 
Tou know when you within the Liſts appear 
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The Crouds all clap; Nay een e e 

Endur d the Wars, and fierce Canrabrian Rage 

Your Captain he, the Brave and the Divine, 

Who brought our Enſigns from the Parthian Shrine, 

Redeem d our Fame, and what - e er Land remains 
Reſolves to make it feel the Roman Chains. | 

But left you part, and no Excuſe can ſhow, 

Altho I muſt confeſs what- e er you do 

Is fit, and decent, and becoming you : 

Sometimes you toy at home, vt Boats divide, 

A Squadron ſtands drawn up on either ſide: 

By yaur direction fir d with mag 

As in the Actian fight, the Boys ingage, 

With Soldiers Fury, and with Soldiers Art; 

You one, your Brother leads the other part: 

Your Lake's rough Arias Flood, till one's o'erthrown, 

And ſudden Victory doth the other crown : 

He that thinks you agree with his deſign, 

Will clap with-both:his Hands, and favour thine. N 
But to adviſe you, if you want Advice, 
Take heed of whom you ſpeak, and whe iti 

Take heed to whom, avoid the buic Men, [2 

Fly the Inquiſitive, they'll talk again, 

And tell what you have ſaid; a leaky Ear 

Can never hold. what it ſnall. chance to hear, 

*T'will run all out, and what you once let fall 

It flies, and tis impoſſible to recall. 

If thy great Friend keeps a fine Girl.or Boy, 

Be not in Love, and eagęr. to enjoy, 

Leſt he beſtow that little Gift to pleaſe, 

Or elſe deny, and heighten thy Diſeaſe. 

Praiſe none till well approv'd on ſober Thoughts, 

Leſt after you ſnoud bluſh for others Faults. 

You prais'd:a, Raſcal, there you chanc'd to err, 

Then don't defend him when his Crimes appear: 


For you're in danger 


Jo court the Great-ones, and to ſooth their Pride, 
Seems a feet Tack to thoſe that never try'd; 


That no croſs Storm, ſhou'd toſs. thee back again. 


For madeſt Men are oft. 


„ -when joy defend; 


Let him on thee, and on thy Fame depend 
whom Envy bites; for thou may ſt plainly fs. 
The Danger will at laſt. come Oer to thee:, 
when the next's on rb, 
And Flames neglected often blaze the higher. 


But theſe that have, know well that Danger's near, 
It is a tickliſh point, and mix'd with Fear. 
Do you endeavour while you cut the Main, 


The Active hate the Dull, the Sad Jocoſe, 
The Dull the Active, Merry the Moroſe; 


Swut Jolly Topers ſcorn the Sober Als, 
They hate thoſe Fellows that refuſe their Glaſs: - 


Altho' they beg, altho' they ſwear they dread 
The nightly Fumes, furr'd Mouth, and aching Head: 


Put off all Cloads and Darkneſs from thy Brow, 


Be Jolly, Gay, and Mirth-and our ſhow, © 
thought cloudy Souls, 
_ Men of little Talk, Hl-natur'd Fools: 

ev ry ſtate of Lite be ſite of this, : 
my oer thy moral Books, conſult the wile, 


| How thou may lire, how ſpend thine Age in Peace, 
Left Avarice, ſtill poor, diſturb thine Eaſe; _ 
Or Fears ſhou'd ſhake, 'of Cares thy Mind abuſe, | 


Or ardent hope for things of little uſe. 

Whether Arts do; Virtue breed, or Nature ſend, 
That leſſens Cares, what makes thy {elf thy Friend, © 
What calms thee, Honour, or admired Wealth; 

Or cloſe Retirement, and a Life by ſtealth. | 
When I. my Friend, do go to take Repoſe. 
At cold Mandela, where Digentia flows; . 4 2 " 


Mandela, my belov'd, but little Town, 
Vick Cala and Fro al gay nd winked grim: 


For | 
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For what.do pou imagine that i] care? 
What think, vrhat make the ſubject of my Prey | 
Let mechave gur I lere; or ſunembus Ig, ME 
"Twill ſtill be rauen for > Happine/r;/ - 
And that. 12 may, Fase mere Tears evll gum, 
Live to — Tae to live: 
in Boote, and Fuad u ſer ve. Nur, 

Left I ſhowed wwavering: dung *twixt hope au Haar. 
Andithis: is all-for which Mankind ſhou'd:pray, 
And beg of , 'who gives.and takes away ; 
Let him but Life, an-modfrate'Plcaty find, 


W ares Capers... 4, 
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Y. e ——_—— 3. neck 


EL 


Lord, — 
| Thoſe 'Veries cannot live, So is ih 
Which · Water · drinkers Pen; in vain they Write, 

For e er ſince: Macrhun did, in wild degn, 0 


With Fauus and Haryro half md -Poez-yoin, | 
The Muſes ev ry melt of Wine. 
PFromuHomer*s Praiſe his fove 0G Winecappea, 
And Emmizs-neveridar'd to write of Wars 
Till heated well; tet ſober Dotards:chaſe . 
The Plodding Law but mever: tempt Muſes 
This Law: once made, the Poets ſtrait 
2 all might, all day they ſmelt of Wine: 
Suppoſe a Man che courſeſt:;Gown ſhould wear, 
P No e dis Forebead rough, his Look 1 
| pe great Caro in his Fom and Dreſs ; 
= his Nirturs and his Mind expreſs? 
hile dull Zyarb@& wilh'd, and. vaialy = 
e — — 
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8 ſweet Nimmgenes, ind reach his Arts, 


He over-ſtrain'd himſelf, and broke his Pts: 


Examples, Vice can imitute, dective: 
Shou'd I by Chance, or a Diſeaſe, be pd, 


he Sots wou d drink their bloodleſt Cummin-all, - 


Baſe Imitators, Slaves to others Wills, 
How oft you move my Frovyns, how oft my Smiles? 
I. I trod new Paths, to others Feet unknown; | 
He that firſt ventures, | leads the others: on: 
I firſt the Romans keen Iambicks'taupht, 
In numerous Smoothmeſs, and in hexgh of Thought, 
I match'd 4rchilorhnes,. I ſhow'd the. Age . 
His Numbers, but forbore his murd'ring Rage. 
Ht bf you {ay chat I fall ſhort! of Fame, 
Becauſe my Number's his, my Verſe the fame; 
The Saphick ſweetens all his bitter Vein, 
And grave Alcæick ſmooths his rougher ſtrain: 
The Subje&'s different, different the Deſigns, - 
And tho thro? all a virtuous Freedom ſtünes, 
With no black Lines I daub, no envious-Breath + 
Doth foil Mens Fame, or rhime a Speuſe to death. 
This Verſe neter heard by Latin Ears before, bo 


_ 1 firſt diſtover'd from the Grecian Store; 


And this delights me-now that I am known, 


And read for theſe Inventions of my covn.  - 


III. Novy wou'dyou ————— 
Doth praiſe my Poems when with me at home, 
But flout abroad; Faule d; 

T do not beg the empty Crowyd's 
I do not effen- treat, nor do I ſene 
My old caſt Suits; and bribe them to*commend. 


I do not crowd to hear our Fops rehearſe, 


Nor do I praiſe, and cp on. Nobles ven: 
J cannot run to ev'iry Pedant Fool, 
And beg hav hs youll red u Book im aha. 


* Hence 


i 
| 
| 
E 
| 
| 
| 
Z 
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Hence ſprings my Wo: now if I ay I fear 0971 of 
To bring dull Lines ta crowded Theatre, 
And vaunt my Trifles, ſtrait, Ion jeer, you cry, 
2 Verſe alone for Cæſar s Eye? 

And proud. you think that. jou alone- ran write 
Sweet hony Lines, ſine in your own Conceit: 
A Reply v this 1 Er 10 give, | 
Leſt his ſharp Nails ſhou'd ſcratch me while I {trive, 
I do not like the Place, I freely fay, . 
Forbear a while, let's take another day; 
For Jeſt Diſlike, Diſlike Contention bears, 1 85 
Sontention * and Hate breeds e Wars. 


A. Conclugoon to his Bust. 
Know you long to viſit ev ry Stall 


N and ſet to Sale; 58 
The bars; chat pleaſe the modeſt, trouble you, 


And you commend, and court the publick View, 
And mourn that you are hid, and ſeen by few. 


Go to the Publick then, go where you ftrive, 


Tho thou wert not thus bred, or taught to live: 
There ſhall be no Return when once thowrt gone, 


And thou wilt cry; Ah me! What have I done! 


What. have I beg d! When one ſhall Tall thee dull, 
And ſqueeze thee when his Belly's quickly full. 

But now unleſs fond Rage beſots my Mind, 
Unleſs, mere Hatred t6 thy Faults does blind. 
I propheſie, and I am ſure tis true; bee 
You ſhall be lik d and prais d at Rome while new ; 
But when thou ſhalt be foil ſoibd by ev'ry Hand, 

Then lighted, and to common Uſe prop hand 
To bind up Letters, and be torn, be toſt, 


Aud fly to other Countries ev ry Poſt, 
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Then I. who have advis d in vain, ſhall mile, | 
Sd e „„ 7 
For who wou'd fave a thing ms Will? _, - 
u hit in Schools thos ſhale be u by Boy. . 
And there grow fooliſh, old, and deaf NU, —_— 
But when at Rn Ry come to rd.. l! 
Tell t mean born and bred, _—_ 
My Father poor, K tate poſſeſt, 5 | 
And that I ſtretchd hoy” wits beyond my Net © i 
But as you cut me ſhort in Wealth, increſe - 1 
My Virtues, tell them I „ — | 
A little Man, and ſtudious of my Eaſe ; "S.. - .-- 
And pettiſh too, J can be angry ſoon, LE FS . - 
My Paſſion's quickly-rais'd, but -- - "ogy * 
Grown gray before my time, 1 hate the Cold, | Mi 
And ſeek the Warmth ;/ and if they k how old, : _- 
Tell them, now Lollius ſhares the Conſul's Pow r —_ 
n „ X 
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4 Diſenvſe af Teen. WY 2 hw 
SHEN you alone ſuſtain the weight 


Cares 
| Of all rhe World, and manage Peace 
and Wm, 
21 The Roman State by Virtue's Rules a. 
. 2 mend. 
1 A weigh Manners, and with Arms defend, 
| To write a long Diſcourſe, and waſte your Time, 
. Againſt the oublick Good*wou'd be a Crime: 
The aneient Heroes, tho? in bleſt Aboads \ 
/ Receiv'd when deadj*exalted into Gods, 
Vet while they liv'd with Men, and while beſtow'd 
The greateſt Cares, and did the greateſt Geod 
Built Towns, made Laws, and brought delightful Eaſe, 
And civiliz d the Rational Savages; 
Complain d that they ingrateful Maſters ſerv'd, 
And- met far leſs Rewards than they deſerv'd: 


e / 85 


2 


He 


Eis. 15e I LY 


To quell the Monſters Jas = 
Tho' He, the y Hl | 4 wa / 
Found Envy vanquiſht on he dyd; pe 12 
For thoſe are hated that . the reſt, Me, 
Altho when dead they are — TJ a 
Yet Lhe nr js ſet, we le the . Gs 
To thee, great. Ceſar, naw ye Altars . ; 


We yow and. og Pep BY WE: 33 
For never yet. beftow'd, - 
Nor ever will, a Prince o great, i good; * 4 2 
That ſhe prefers, that ſhe eſteems thee. more | 
Than all the Herpes ſhe enjoy d befgre, 
12 that e or Greece can. bei 
tis true, me is wile and 5 
But not in other thin he 5 4. wal 
And Foreign. Poets 0 8 Ss 
The Preſent, or 8 or Hate receive, 
"Tis Crime enough that they are yet alive;. _ =” od 
Thus Old Loves: o admire the ancient Lass, 
The Sabines Leagues have their deſery'd — 
On muſty Leaves at aveful diſtance loox, . 
Age makes it Rev dend, and exalts the Book : 
Give him the Bards old 55 75 5 rare divine! | 
I ſwear *tis good, a Muſe { 
But if, becauſe the oldeſt are — 
Among the Greets, the ame une 
| Muſt try the Latipes too; in 0 IS 42 25 
Plums have nought hard. within, nor Nuts — 
We fit on Fortune's Top, we ling, ve Write, 
And wreſtle better than the Greeks can ficht. 
I length of Time awd brag Fog he, Wine, 
Give it a brisker Taſte, and make it fine 
Come tell me then, I Would be. 91 how! 5 
| wy wo Years will make a Poem good : 
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One Poet writ an Hundred Years ag 
What, is he Ola, . 
Or is he New, and therefore Bald appears? 
Ler's fix upon a certain Term of Vers. 
He's good that lid d an hundred Years ago, 
Another wants but One, is he fo too) 
Or is he New, and Dams A for that alone 
E Hell, he's good. ab, and Old chat wants but one. 
= And thus III argue on, and bate one more, 
And fo by one and one waſte all the Store: 
0 And fo confute him, who eſteems by Years, 
- © A Poems Goodneſs from the Date it bears. 
Who nor admires, nor yet approves a Line 
But what is Qld, and Death made divine. | 
Eunius, the lofty Eunius, and the —_— 
That ſecond Homer, in our Criticks Eyes, | : 
Is looſe in's Poems, and correct in few, 2 
Nor takes he care to prove his Dreams were true, 4 
He ſhows io little of great Haer's Soul. 
« Nevins is learn d by Heart, and dearly Sl, 
4 So cred is his Book, becauſe tis old. 
When Arcius and Pucivius are compar'd, | | 
Both are eſteem d, both meet with great Reward; 
Pacuvins all the Criticks Voices gains 
For Learning, Arr for his lofty Steins. 
. DAfranins ſhows us ſoft Menander's Fig | 
And Plautus rivals Epicarmus Fame: 74 
Cecilius grave, and Terence full of Art, 
Theſe Rome admires, and theſe eo 
Theſe are the Worthies of her Theater, 
Theſe the applauds Co ee 
F ' Theſe ſhe eſteems the'Glories of the Stage, 
And counts from Ci e Age, 
The Critick' Mobile will be't ny 
aneh god, and mime: 
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Thus when they praiſe the Old. and when prefer, 
| Beyond compare to all the New, they err: 
But when they grant the Ancients Boks and Pays 
Are often dull, and uncorrect in Phrafs,. | + .. 
Their Words unfit, or elſe their main Deſign, -/ 
Their Judgment's rational, and Juraps with mine, 
] do not damn old Livy's Rhimes as dull. 
For which I often ſmarted e 
Pur that N Gantt haklimna,. . 
And far before the Poem, of our Tim 
That one poor Chance-g o9d Line or two at moſt, 
The only thing that all his Books can boaſt, © 
Not only ſhou'd attone for what's amils, Fe 
But recommend the whole; I'm vext ak,” 1 
. I hate a Fop ſhould {corn a fawirleſs Page; * 

Becauſe tis New, nor yet approv d by Age: 5 
And then admiring all the ancient Plays, 

Not only pardon their Defects, but Praiſe. 

Sbou'd I but doubt if As Plays are good, 

Our Oui. Louss ſtraighꝭ wou d cry; The Youngſter 8 en 
He's impudent, nor thinks thoſe Plays exist, a 
Which Roſrins, and grave Aſo us d to act: 
| Becauſe they judge by their own: Appetites, 

And think Hveet, but what their Taſte elbe: 
ſtoop to their Funiors Rules diſdainn. 
eben A A 
fit to be forgot again; 1144 
5 applaud the Songs of fermer Times S 
The dh I oye, or Monkiſh Rhimes: 
Who wou'd be thought to haye a ſharper Eye, 8 


And in theſe Poems numerous Graces ſpy, a 
| In which they ſee no more fine things than I; 
'Tis not to praiſe the Old, but ſcorn, abuſe, '. . 
And hate New Books, and. damn the Modern Maſe. 
Had Greece done thus, had ſhe ftill ſcorn'd the New, 
enn 
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When Wars were dene, and Greer diſſoly d in Peide 
When Fortune taught them how to lve at Eaſe, 
They wre ſtied, painted, ſung, thels Arts they loud, 
Theſe they did nivels adthife, and theſe e ok ib 
In ev'ry Picture vulgar Eyes cod fing 
The Face exact, atid almoſt fav tlie Mind; 

Then Racing, Vealting then, the Phys/atid d 
Each took their turn to pleaſe the Watiton Ages 
Like Boys at Nurlc; they eagerly deſir d, 

But Wage were cio d, and left what they Simrad. 
For what diſguſts our Fancts, what dotk pleaſe, 
But may be changed? Theſe are the Fruits of Raiſe -* 
This happy Fortune bears; this {prinigs ot Peace. 1 
"T'was heretofore 4 Credit dere 1 N » AM 
To mind a Shop all Day, an! Kar * Wr: 
Attend one's Client, and promote his Caſe, © © 


Inform his Ignofance, and teach the EA +» 4A 

To make good Debts; eſo nn bing 11 
And know wt Int ret may be juſly pal: un 
Infiruct the Dung, and hear the Oi deb, cog | 


What will increaſe, what ruin an Eſtates i 

This Humour's chang'd, now reigns/a ag," 

All muſt be Hurlors now,” and all muſt N 5 | 

All ſtrive to get the Bays, and all Rehearſe, ” 

They dine, they ſup in-Rhipe; ad Sui Yah, 
en - «that ben my Ds thy Warts A 

m forſworn, m 5 ri 5 . 

My 7 0b dH oy 8 gk 

L call fer Paper, e 4 NN ” AL: 

He that's n6 Piet & N 1. 
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Shay Ee 
e. t. 5 Fe 705 Ve 5 88 woo 


LY 
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And yet this Madugſi thouſand Goods commend, 5 
7 | * 
A Poets ſeldom given to Ava rice 
Safe and ſecure within himſelf he — 

Hr minds and loves his Rhimes, and . 

Tell him his Goods are burnt; his Slaves are gone, 
Or his Fields loſt; he laughs, nor ſtrives to cheat: 
His Ward, dr Friend, a Stranger to Deceit: 1 
He's thrifty; feaſts upon a Diſh of Peaſe, 2 US48 
And lives content with-Honſhold Bread and Chet 
Unfit far Mar, yet they are good in Peace; 5 
(For great things, by the help of ſmall, increaſe) 
inſtruct our Loofenefs, and inform our Eaſe. 

They teach our Boys to hate all Words Obſcene, 
Te follow: gen'rous Rules; and ſpeak like Men. 
And then ſlide” gently dovon with virtuous Rules 
Into the tender -Brealt,” and form their Souls : 
Reſtrain thei Eavy, and correct their Rage, i | 


Tell them what's good, inſtru6t their tender Age 
With fit Examples, and their Griefs aſſwage. 
How weed our facredSongs and Hymas be made, 
pan month eke, eee, nip aged 
Did not the Muſes Poess Fancics raiſe, 
To teach as howto pray ——— 
In Verſe the fawning 2 — 
And begs a ipeedy 
Good Weather, happy Years, and much Eee | 
Their Pray'%s abe fleet F 
The eur is rich, the Fields —— 
N and Gods Gh w. 
ancient Swaing, thoſe temp rate happy 
of their little Plains, | 
Wpboa all their Cor was houed, went ate re. 
" Unbend their Minds, and lay them down to e 5 
Their Cares diſſolc d inte a happy Thought, 4 
| "And Minds egen d the Ret thr Labour fonght. Fa 


Seine, 
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What Eſclylus, what . taught the yo 
What Good, what Profit did 
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<A eee v4 . | 
And Milk from hrge brown — 2 


Their Wife, their Neighbours, and their printing Boys 
Were call d, al raſted of the Joys: 

They drank, they danc d, they ſang. made wanton Sport, 
Enjoy d their ſelves; for Life they 3 | 
Hence grew the Liberty of the looſer Muſe, - 

Hence they. grew Scurrilous, and wou'd — 

Hence thoſe looſe Dialogues at Marriage Feaſts, 


| Yet ſtill they were but Mirth, and Country 


At laſt they ſhew'd their Teeth; and ſharply bis, 


And Raillery uſurp'd the Place of Mit. 
| Good Per ſons were abus d, and ſuffer'd Wrong, 


They loudly talk d. no Law to: curb their Tongue: 
The wounded griev d, Te Smart provok'd- thes * 
"Till Laws commanded. to regard Mens . 
Severely laſh the Vice, but ſpare the Name. 


Fear made them civ l, and deſign to write | 
With Modeſty; ſpeak well, and to delight: 151 


Graece conquer d did the Conquerer d ercome; * . . 
Poliſh'd/the rude, and fent her Arts to Ramme? 
The former Roughaeſs owed in inopther Rimes, 


And good facetious Fiumour pleas d the ment 


Yet they continu'd: long, and ſtill we find 5 
Some little Marks of the old Ruſtick Mind. 
x 


Some of the ſcurrilous Humour left behind. 


Twas long before Rome read the Grecian Plays, 

For Cares took up ber Nights, and Wars her u. 
Till Carthage rains ſhe-grew. ſoft in Peace. b 
And then inquir d what weighty Sophocles, : 


commend the Stage, 8 
And. then they turn d their Plays, their ee lNR were 
By Nature n e pipes oth | aha TR 
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But to review, to blot what once was wwrit. 
_ Oh that was mean, it was/a Shame to Wit: | 
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- The Comic then was thought the cafier way, EI - 
je iy commen Honor makes Pep 5 . 
Yet tis the hardeſt, for the Faults Ln 5 
Tar On te gra Mercy deen 7 8 
That een greateſt Mercy cannot Bo 75 
His well dren Figures Gl e Part; FE. 4 1 
He paints an a =... |} 
A careful Father, pin he [oak Fo e | 1 
But Dorſen rudely draws his Paraſites, . © | it 
How looſe. his Lines, how uncorrect he writes! 5 1 
He writes for Gold, and if his Pockets cram'd, -bit 
He cares not, let the Phy. be clapp'd of damn d: 2 Is 
reef palin Apple tt Wl, 5 is 
If unconcern'd the: grave: b 55 Bs” 
He dies; but if arjentive, | then he's ry 7 IT th IO, | 
like Fa 5 avid. P + ave wage ety 855 3 : | 
$ al 2d e 1 Ze Rs 5 


Or damp Men's eager Thoughts that we for Pai 
I like not this, and I forſwear the Stage, 
If clap'd. I muſt, be Proud, if damn d muſt Rage, 
And who wou'd be ſo bold to write, that knew 
The Judging Men of Honour are but fer; 
The Vulgar Thouſands, We might Ki8 the Play? 
And if our Nodles ſhould diſlike the war, ” 
Would Huff, and ſwear, and quarrel ſtraight, RW | 
Or leave the Stage to fee a Prpper fight; , 
Or elſe the Bears, for that's the Crawd's 
But now our Nobles too are Fops and Vain, 
Neglect the Senſe, but love the Painted Scene; 
For Eos u {pet in Sond bg pleaſe the ſight, 
A tedious Battel, and a: hd a Flight; 8 238272, — 
Then Kings in Chains, ard te reward their Toil, 8 = 
 Grinthian Statues, and à world of Spoil, | 
9 Wou'd. 


- 


r 5 : & 4 "4 LI C4 . 
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Wou'd not Democriius, it now alive,” 
Split here, wou'd he theſt Fogleties 1 
And if the Vi! Ae an K aer 1 ware me 
Fo. pagan vhs Phys,” 3 7 =Y ; 
And on an Elephum or 4 Paythir gate: — 
Sure he wou'd {look and iu the Ting Cow, an 
Find better Huibar thai” ths A 11 
Beſides, he negds uſt think tl "wht , a 
And teach deaf Aﬀes, prödigal ef ther Pains 

For who can judge or who can "hear tie WI. 

When Noiſe and ſtrange Conf ion ls the Pit? 
As when, the Winds dam Waves En the d, Nats 
Or laſh the Woods, , and all the Monſters Roar; | 
So great the Shout, When rich and. >< > oa 
- The Player corn they clap, his paw/dy \ Veſt.” * a 
Well, bach the or Ip ken? T2 7:4 | 
3 
| 


Why then d'ye S e ve foe. 5 
b you aan ek Fr hs write no Plays, © * 
3 their Delign, of poorly Pralle; 
1 fairly; grail thoſe tots Vole that e 
wy Pailions as they pleaſe, diſturb my Soul- 7 
And then by a ſhit turn my Thoughts relieve; 

Whoſe lyely. Fiction 9 51 me laugh, of grebe; 

Whoſe well-wiought Scenes nat Tal and Juſt h 

I fee the Place, and f£ncy Lam there 

But thoſe that hate and Ay the cens'rin g ge 

| et write to pleaſe the Readers i the 3h; * 

Jake them, great Ceſar, to improve their Vein, 

1 iew their Poems o er and o er again 


E wat . 


a = 


you wou'd haze em live, be 2 iy Praie, | 
And by juſt Study ſtrive to Win t * Bays. . ; 
_ We Poets often damn our ſelres, that dare, s 
(As I have done) when you. are full of Care, 2 * 
To offer Verſe; or When 8 oft repine, 3 Se i ; 


Pg Friend finds but tone Faulty Line, 


krise I. Bobs l. of 


rehearſing,” we with complai 
i rt Rory J 
On Facts ear, er again. 15 


ee woe Ther Then one der Pans js ent 
: We ftaightway mall be zz for up to, Town; | 
Enjoy a Penſion, or @ piece of Land, 

1nd vere news Pod by the King's Chen,” 

And yet, Great Sir, Se or pod wie tne 
What, Ceſar, future times muſt thipk of vou, 

And who muff be Diſpoſer of your fame, 

Who tell to diſtant Worlds your glorious Name: 

By whom your Life, by whom your Wars, be writ, 
Actions too Sacred for a Common Wit. TO 
Cherilluis the pellæan Youth approved, 

Him he rewarded well, and him he lov'd. 

His dull uneven Verſe,” V great Fate, 

Got him his Favour, and a fair | 

Tho' juſt, as Ink, when touch'd, ſtill leaves a Stein, 

Dull Rhimes beſtnear, and noble Acts prophane: 

Yet he, the fame that bought dull Rhimes fo dear, 

In meaner things did take a greater care, 

Let none but learn Apelles paint my Face, 

Lyſip Deſign't in Braſs. 

| th ke ir Fa this J grant he ſhow'd | 
ſufficient, and his Jui 

But when for Verſe, he choſe {p mean a ching 

How poor his udgment ? How below a * 

But 2 rius, and the learned fe, 
That are applauded, and belov'd by you. 
Declare your Skill is great, your guns true. 

The Honours you beſtow do raiſe your Fame, T | 
they 


„ 


B BE than in a Poem apron dd Mint: 
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Fen I deſire to leave the humble Plain. 5 
I wou'd be hi bandit. a lofty Sg. = 
E wiſh I cou < 08 Wars and ſhow _. 

How you Ke aud thei ppgnd hoo they. bows, ſtain d 
With Blood, and with ſtrong Towers! up their Land; 

How War's exitd, and Feace and Plenty reign, * 
And Janus Temple once more ſhut a Bo 
How mean, and how Sie Pari 
How under thee they fear n 
All this. I wou d, but Oh 1 want the Wr. 
R bby big Od. 0 
Whole lofty Soul his tow'ring Thoughts can Do | 
As high as you have done, and. take the Bays; 

*Tis Treaſon, Sir, to give. ypu meaner Pra. 

T know my, Weakneſs, and I muſt refuſe. 

A Task. too-weighty for my tender Muſe; 

| A ſardid Commendation hurts ous Friend, "TY 
And thoſe that meanly Praiſe, doDifcommend:. N 
For what's derided by the cens ring Crowd. 
Is thought on more than what is Juſt and Good: 
J hate thoſe Obligations that diſgrace: 

F am not fond to have an ugly Face, 
Deſign d for me, expos d to publick View ;- _ 

Nor prais d in dull Verſe, tho the Praiſe be true. 

I wou d not lie at ev ry 'Grocer's Door, 2 2b” 
To wrap Tobacco, or do ſomething —_— 
I wou't nor have a Verſe that bears my N 

3 tis an il W ; 
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Sens ow 5 170i ny Bas k. mA 3 Na.” * 
ih 79 1-61 in $803 18D 365% 1 A 
To bis Rid Jornos Beese 
A My Ch, 7 e 
1. Wan — 
mis d. 2. Why, he wrote no more. 3. The Faults of 
' the Poets. 4. DireBlians for Writing... f. He defig 
graver Studies,.. 6. . 72 
Uncertainty ef D * 


L Dar S | 
nd nay ming 5p emf 

And ſpeak thus, This Boy is neatly made, 

He's ſound from Head to Foot, a pretty Lad. 

For Twenty Pound he's yours, the Bargain's fair, 

He'll ſerve, and fit your Humour ts # Hair : | 

He's yet ſoft-Clay, le ll take a Stamp with eaſe, © 

And you. may form. him, Sir, to what you pleaſe; -- 

He flanks ome Greek, and. at a Drinking Match: 

He'll bear. the Bob, and Sing 4 merry Catch. 

To praiſe too much like a-Deſign appears, - 

E 

Tim not in Want, I am in Debt to nne. 

in hate er I have, tho\ little, is m . 5 © 

Few, Sir, wou d tell you this, an ell ou, 

Nor I ny ſelf to amg ane but you. 

This Boy was faulty, once, he Hays at Play, 

Aid when he fear ear d the. Laſh he run blot ab ©. 

Buy, + you like him, now his Faults are Aal. 5 4 


s fair, and he may take your Gold, 
R eee 
You bought a faul Rogue, he told . 
456. yet you vex him, and: unjuſtiy mur. 

t parting, Sir, I faid I Was unfit, | En 
Grown lazy, impotent, and flow to to write: 


Leſt 
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| Leſt for not Writing you ſhou'd chide, accuſe 
My Silence as unkiqd, ind won my Muſe. 
Ah! what did that ayail to ſet me free! 5 
Tet if you ſue mid, Sir, che Law for me. 
But you complain beſide, you ſay, my Lord, | 
I promis d you ſome Oles, yet break my Werd. 
. S ETA 
8 
A little Mony, e 


Once tir d, loſt ev ry Penny ae: ue 


Thence he, 1 


r 
Tho' ſtrong. and well with 4 Guard 5 145 
This got him Credit,” and a large Reward: 

Soon after, hen they ere to Sterm a Town, - 
ß edit bir”. : 
With ſuch Affection, n 
As might inflame de celdeſt Covward's Breaft : 

Go where thy Virtue" calls, gos Conmuror,. yo," 
Thy Friends ſhall give Rewards, . d thy he. 
But crafty he reply'd, No Town” Pl force, © 
No, Sir, he'll venture thut hath loft his Purſe. $f 

; Rome bred me firſt, ſhe taught me Grammar N 
And all the little Authors read in Schoos. 

A little more than this learmd en, fhow'd, © 


* 
+ 


And taught me how: ep Pad Hom Ge, 


The Academith Sect my Youth, | 

And init her pl hk fog for Tr. 
But rough times drove me from my bleſt Retreat, 
And toſt me thro' the Troubles of the Gre. 
Tho' rude in Arms, and tho' oel bern in fen, 
The Tide yer bore me on to Civil Wars. 
When thoſe had elipd my Wings and brought 5 dor 


| My ſmall Farm lo, and aß my Mony gone; ES 


— - — — — 
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Thoſe with my Shield I tefe by wo rey Pop 2 


Bold Poverty firſt ſot me on do write: © 0. 

But now L have unð“, to keep off Wat, iT 

(That is as much us Hevn it ſelf enn grant 7 

What Heleboye coud cure my vvild Dilcaie, - ut 
Sou'd I prefer a X66/ before my BY 


= me each ct Teur docs make a W. I 
ſteals my Huthbar, a e Men ways. - co: 
\ ad Cote orrnad hap omapge 344! a 
From my Embrace ae woutd-you nem. de. 
Beſides, not alt admire; not all appr -- 77 
One ſort ; ; You Or," — —..— 
Sharp Salt alone can raiſe their _— 
Methinks I've'three invited to a Feaſt, -- ; 
r 
What fall, what afl T net, — your 
Beſides, doi think def I em taind a Sg } 
While here at Rome, 3 4 Wong þ 
Of diff rent Cares ? F 
For him; then I muſt wait upon my L TE 
70 hear his Verſes; and I muſt be gone, © 7 


di \ | 1 4 


p ; 


Or weighty Se dd ee en de L. 
Sad Funerals here are juſt᷑ ling with a Dray, —- CY 
And there the fweaty Carman bawis for way. oO 
, nm, 

Go ͤ now midſt this,” and lofty Verſes write. A 


Each Writer hates the *Fown; [and Weeks ape | 
ON NT ney pla rn Shades r 


Tes | 
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Yet midſt theſe Tumults-you wou'd: er 


To trace the narrow Steps of Poet. 
The Man that takes learn d Auen, cloſe Retrest, 


| Who by himſelf doth ſtudy to he great: ei A 


When he hath ſtudy d ſeven full tedious Years, - 

| Grown old and grey upon his Books and Cares 5. FN 
Yet after all this Time and Pains beſtow'd; . 

Grows a meer Stock. wat huge bythe Crowd, 
Then midſt the, Waves and Tempeſts af the n 


Where Cares do toſs and —— > og or 
Can I compoſe my Thoughts, can. I aſpire, 1 8 


And join fit Words to tune the Raman Lyre? ry 
III. Two Brothers liv'd at Rome, nn 

And one a Rheter, noted both in Town,.. . 

Vain-glerious both, and ſtudious of a Nane, 

They blew he eie 

They one another did ex pleaſes. 

And are not Fos, Sir, an mad as tete. | 


A curious Work, poliſh'd by. all the Nine: 

See how we ſtrut, and. what. a-Port n bear, | 

With what high Scern look oer the Theater, 
The other Poets ſneak, and ſcarce; 

But if you've-Leaſure ſtand aſide, Wo 

| Why wd d Ses, oth bo: = 
We quarrel, and nad qual.] Fortune fight,.. . 3 * 
True _ the kngring War till . 1 


— 


Then ſtraight in his Opinion Im Divine eb 


Acæus; well, and what is he in mine 
A or wou d he more? Miners! oe, 
He gets, -and And VI in his borrow'd ee. 8 

A thouſand T "1 iff, to-aflwage 
The waſpiſh Poets, amd to cool their Rage; 240535 
Becauſe I write my Gif L plead their Cane, 

I Gnooth, and humbly beg the Crowd's Applauſe ; © ; 


1 


—— 2 


— 


Pa 
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But when grown ſober I ſhake off my Muſe. 
I'm deaf, and unleſs hir d to hear, refuſe: 
Dull Rhimes are laugh d at, et we nge give ve nn 
Our Writers ſmile, and e en themſelves adere 3, 2 
If you are flow to clap they ſwear tis Spite, 
And priſe chenſies he happy they hae i 
IV. Bot. nnn 
When he begins muſt take a Cenſors Mind. 1 
Severe and honeſt, and what Words appear 5 
Too light and trivial, or too weak to bear 
The weighty Senſe, nor worth the Reader's Care, 
Shake off; an ae de er lodch 20 more, 


And tho we i 
Relieve them from the Park, bur, bring we 
Usd by the Ancients, tho conſumd by Rage 

Of eating Time, and deform d with Age 
And take new Werds begot by Parent Uſe, 

' Prune the Luxuriant, e Lag. | 
Pure, flowing, as a River rouls along, D a 

And bring new Plenty to che Renan Tongue: 

Reform, and cut ſuperfluous Branches off; 
Strengthen the weaker Words, "and erden 
W now eas d, = Sei 

Now wanton J. now a heavy wes. F747 

Now I had dra bs Hae Wi, | on | 


An- A,? 8 „„ E bet 

e Fg 

The Actors and wrought Sens appen. | 

And chp'd and ſmil'd in th empty Theater 

In all Things elſe he ſhew'd a ſober Mind. 
A loving Neighbour, and an honeſt Friend; 

Kind to his Wife, 2 


1 when be. aw. the. hs wou'd bee 
De 5s Wou d 


a 
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Wou'd ſhutv an opeg Well, and Jangtous Pit, 
And ſeem a Man, and in his Wits. s 
Him When His tender Friends, with Coſt and 1 
Had cui d: and TyHC˙w en te 190-4 yang 
He cry d, A me "ny reel, Jam anus, 
Vu v gain mn nm all ny Pleaſures gone ; en 
Ton have oftrey'd,* while.) vun deſign'd to ſave,” x iy) = | 
Pve loft the pf ſt" Chent „ r 
V. Tis time now to be wiſe, forſike my pat 
And leave m Verſes, proper Sport for Boys, „ 
Not tellow 2 and num rous Songs gh. 
But detedgt altes,: anch true Rules to He. 
VI. It what voudrink! ſhou'dtnake your Heats b 
Werch vH R Kell the us Diſeaſes | 9 
New when the mere you have, you eravo'the mere, 
When Floods of Store hall make you chirſt for We 8 
ö Wort-pou-confels;” and this Diſtemper own ? =D! 192 1) 
| Al chis I uſe to think on when alone. SL, if 
oo Suppoſe you had a Wound, e 
| An Herb, which 5 eee e det Wund e 
Wou'd yal be Wüdtetf this, inereaſe your Pain, -- 9 
And uſe the fruitleſs Remedy again?: 
Thiis when you hear on whom kind Heav'n beſtovry- 
Great Heaps of + Wealth, they ſtreight their - Folly los, 
$ And yet porno orb -1 - Dea Wake 5 
Fghecauſe more rich, you follow-their Advice. ; 
| Cou d Wealth with Ged-like Prudence Mind infpire; 
Oude them of vexing Fear, and fond Deſire 
Then you ſhou'd bluſh;"if- all tho 'World"evu'd uu gh 
A uber V Man, more coveteus chan yeu-. eee 
e in 911 
And e, as Lawyers: fay, "niakes oriething 1 
The Field that eds thee's thine; rich Gb . 
His Servant that manures his Land, and Tows, © * 
And breaks the Ffruitfuf Eled, that muſt Mord © , 
Soo Oe e -onfollesthee hid Lord Fade 1 : 
SLEW = N One 


EPS. m Fog 932 
One pays kl Mony, Ind) bete again, © 2 * ys 1 


„ Pullets, Grapes, 8; Gr elle a Flask | <8. 
— thus b) 10 degré oe Fam 1560 buys,” 1 
Bought ar Ir of higher” _ 2014 
ve then, whit Pre ie; 74 how” — 17 

for what you fag mg ago! + 
Jol Furchaſers, that i Pejl Fe s bave g Fo | 1 
And Arge cia s Phat e fich r 
Yet even now. buy ey*ry Herb they eat 
They buy eich Sick of Wood to boil their Heat: A 


Altho? t - think not ſo, and call the Grounds 
Their own, ret onder friendly Poplar bounds, * 
As if that c . 85 that call d thy oth 
Which ev'ry Moment's. hutry'd up and down,. 
And now to this, and now to f other n 4 
Which Mony, Fraud or Flattery command, 
And ſnatch from one, to fill another's Hand: © 
So, ſince perpetual Uſe to none's allow'd, _ 
But Heir crowds Heir, as in a rowling Flood 
Wave urges, Wave; ah what doth it avail, 


Jo join lag Groves'to Grove, and Vale to wo 
Death ungen 
3 e 
Gold, N Ses, Marble; Tory: 
Paint, 2 f 


With Fire and Een tames 1 WY Plain, 
He drives the heavy Plough from Morn till Nighe 
His Labour's Pleaſure, and his Pain'Delight : 
That Genius only knows, that's wont to wait 

| on Heth day Stars, the Guider af our Fate, | 
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Our Nature's God, ras anc hou ee 

Eaſy to any. Shape, or good or bad: 

When Nature s Wants require, I will be ee, 

Nor care what my bold Heir will think of me, 

Fil uf my lictle Heap, tho” he be griev'd, I 

Becauſe I leave no more than I receiv'd } 

Yet I the ſame wou'd Know, what difference 

| Between free ſpending, and looſe 
And how far This s remov'd from Avarice. 

4 For ſive it differs much to waſte our Store, 

And to ſpend freely, and not ſtrive for more: 

And as i thy five Days Feaſt, of old, the Boy 

Take the ſhort Sweets, and as ia haſte. enjoy. 

I am not rich. nor do I gape for more, 

Bur let me not be ſcandalouſty 

And let my Ship be great, or be it 3 

1 . vey þ ca ll 5 
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2 the Preont's. : 
vPro. Painter bond « Cumas 
| To draw a'Piece, and bent a Wornax!'s 
Head, 


a Then 2 'Mite's Neck; und then from 
">> "different Things, 

Take different Patte, ee Bree 12M 
Then. a Fiſh Tail; purſue his ſenſeleſs 
EY N 
Aud Parts in ſtrange Proportion only | 
'Wou'd you, not laugh to ſee this wild Deſigr 

Believe me, Siet, that Book i is like this F 
Where ev'ry Part fo ſtran 
Like ſe Metis Dyoas; 
But e Conful e ee 
Poets Aud Paltters e Ly n - 

In bold Attempts an equal ſhave, 
2 ns. 

This freedom too, we mu allow ; 2265 
W ive no: juſt Pretence 

To fight the ſteady Ru 1 

e E.. Quite egg the WII een dn, 17 
The Snake and Dove, the Lion and the Lamb. 3 
Next great Beginnings, and in high Deligns, © 
Same ſeater here and there few? gay Lines, 


C , 4 = 
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| Which — — 2 a Grove's their _ 
2 1 

Skill to pain A 


| money — 
But what of that? What will this A Fe 
Wert thou to draw a Shipwrack, er a Storm, 
Deſcribe a Mariner, how with panting Breath, 
He blows the Floods,, and aut entring Death z 
While with one Hand deſp Ning L 2. 2 3 
The other, graſps his — a the Waves 
When you a mighty Butt reſolv d 9 — 
Why doth it dwindle to a Pint at aft? ? 
*. in all you write let . contrghh” + 
N the ſame. juſt Tenor thro? the whole +. 
moſt Poets now are finely caught, 
© ſhowy. of Rig deluded * IE 
By ſtriving to ort, obſcure thy V grow ; . 
And when they wou d be fan, they fink too by! 
Their Spirits fail: And ſome that vou d be high, 


Streight ſwell; and when they ſbou'd but walk, they fl: . 


While ſome 700 cautions. fear the Winds will roar, 
And Waters toſs ; nor dare to leave the Sr. 


n arling Fancy wildly roves, 
And placeth Roars in Floods, and Trouts in pores +. 
Thus, if it wants juſt Art, à cautious Fear 
Of Erring is. a. certain way to Err. 
That Graver yonder in th Enilian Square, 


Can hit the Nails, or imitate the Hair, en 


But he's a Sot, unhappy in his Art:; 
Becauſe he cannot faſhion e v'ry: Part, nt eb 
And make the whole compleat; mud 1 compo 
Ted rather, freely chuſe an ugly Noſe ns car 
With two Wal Eyes, black Hair tim, nf 
To menen than be l ile hun. 


4 - LES 
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Fou. try the; Vigonr, of your Muſe th, 
And what 3 Will bear, and What 7 f Nan 

FE Ee ee 4 a. 
For he that does this well, and chuſes ri - Ny 
His Method will be clear, Is ird, be fie : S 
In this, or J miſtake, conſiſts the Grace, 1 
And Force of Method; to aſſign a Place, P ”—_ 
For what muſt now. "ah at by Gli, 

What for the -grelent Time mult be delaid.; ... 
What Thoughts you muſt improve 
If you will aim at Praiſe in all. ; 
Be cautions in yout Words. invent but fer, 
We're pualed rather, than were ons with new ; 
Yer bt 66H WE 
If well N 


Invent nem Wa ae we can oma a me. „ 
Until the, Licence riſe to an Aluſe 1 
And thoſe ape baſt, that do bur gently fall 13 
Juſt vary d Am the Greek Original: 0 2 1 
Why Varizs ſhou d, or Virgil, be We. 
What Plautus and Oecilius wilely .c did : 

And for what Rope hows the Fops reſent, EY 
If I but few,” and nodeſtly. invent? 
When Cato's Stile and Eumius lofty Song, 

With various ſtore enrich d our Musher 4 
*T'was {till allow d, and-twill be {till allow d, 
To make new Words plain to be underſtogd. - 
As Leaves.on Trees: do with the turning Near, ME 
The former fall, and others Will appear.3 :: 
Juſt ſo it is in Hhrds,: one Word will riſe, i 
Look green, and flourifnh, when another dies. 
All We, and, Ours, are in a changing State 
Juſt — Debt, and muſt be * to I 
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Great-Ceſar”s Mole, chat braves the furious Tides, 

Where now ſecure from Storths his' Navy rides: 

Den that drain ng * former row, | 1 
A uit ful Waſte, tho now tis plough i 

| e and Aud Neighb ring Gies F. Food. 

| Thoſe new Canales; that bound fierce Tiber's Force, 

Arb ar take a better Courſe, ' | 

And ſpare the Plough-man's Hopes; Scntthelernutt waſte 

Then how can feeble Words pretend to lñiſt?? 
Some Words that have, of elle wil fel dear, 
Shall be reſtor d, and come again in pla; 

And Words no fam'd, genen. 

They ſhall not pleaſe the Ear, or move the T 

As Uſe ſhall theſe approve, La 

Uſe the fols Rue of Syeech, and Fudge 8 | 

How we ſhoy'd write o Battels, Wars and | | 

And ſuit with miphty Numbers, mi why Things. | | 

Firſt Homer ſhow'l, and by Example ngk, | 

He wrote as nobly, as his Heroes fought : 

In Verſes long and ſhort, Grief firſt appear d, 

In thoſe they mourn'd paſt Ills, and future fear'd : 

But ſoon theſe Lines with Mirth zod Joy were fd. 

And told when Fortune, or a Miſtreſs ſmil'd : © 

But who theſe Meaſures was the firſt that wrote, 

The Criticks doubt, and cannot end the cond 


When keen 1ambicks he did firſt engage 

With that ſharp Foot, and left it to the 

For tis a ſounding Foot, and full of Force, 

And fit, as made on purpoſe,” for Diſcourſe. 
In Lirick Nasse Gods and Hero's ſound, 


Archilochus 'was arm'd by injur d „ 25 TW 


The ſwifteſt Horſe is prais'd, or Wreſtler crown d. 


Feaſts, Wine, and open Mirth,/ or Myrtle Shades, 
The Cares of Love, or Tears of  fighing Maids. 

Vnleſs all Matters I exactly hit, 

What juſt Pretence have I to be a Wit? 


. 


What 
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What Claim have I'to the Poerick Name ? * 
What fair Pretenſions to put in for Fame? 
Or why ſhou'd T conceal my want of Skill, | 
Abſurdly modeſt, and be fooliſh ſtill, ONT 
Rather than ſhow may Want, demand Supplies 3 
From richer Parts, and ſo at laſt be Wiſe 5 

A Comick Story hates a Tragick Stile, 
Bombaſt ſpoils Himour, and diflorts a Sm: 
And Tragical Thyeftes barb'rous Feaſt,  ' 7 
Scorns Mean and mmon Words, and hates 2 os 8 
Let ev ry Subject have what fits it beſt: | 
Yet Comedy ma be allow y d to riſe, 
And rattle in a Paſſion or S 
And Tragedy in humble Words muſt weep, 
The Stile muſt ſuppliant ſeem, and ſeem to creep : 
peleus and Nl, exil'd and poor, by 
Muſt leaye their, Flights, and give their Bombaſt oer; pq 
If they wou'd keep their well-pleas'd Audience an; ; 5 
And raiſe their 9 Reſentments for their Wrong. | 
'Tis not enough, that Plays are neatly wrought, 
Exactly form'd, and of an even Plot, mY 
They muſt be taking too, ſurprize and ſeize, 4. 
And forve our Souls which way the Writers pleaſe. 

We Rugh, or Weep, as we {tt others do, 
Our Souls agree, and take x Paſjions too : 
My Grief with other; juſt portion bears, 
To make me weep, you lp: apy in Tears : 
Then Telepbus 1 ca believe thy Moan, | 
And think thy Miſeries are all my own: 
But if thy Part be ill, or acted ill, 
Unheeding thy Complaint, I ſleep or ſmile. 
Sad Words ſuit well with Grief, with Foy the looſe, 
Grave the Severe, "and Merry the Forofe : | 
Tis Nature ſtill that dach ch. the Change begin, 

She faſhions, - and ſhe forms our Souls within, 
To all the Changes, and the Turns of Fate; 
Now {crews our Minds to an unuſual Height, 
P 


An! 
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And ſwells us into Rage; or bending low, N 
She cramps our e With dull contracting Woe; 
She makes us ſtoop beneath hty 3 
Then tells the various Paſhons nt 
Now if his Speech doth not his. Fortune 1. 
He will be hiſt by Gallery, Box and Pit. | 
You muſt take 8 and uſe quite different Words, 
When Servants ſpeak, or their commanding Lords, 
When grave old Men, or head firong Youths diſcourſe, 
When 222 Matrons, or a buſy Nurſe;  _ 
A cheating radeſman, or a lalouring Clewn, | 
A Greek, or Aſian, bred at Court os Town. 

Keep to old Tales; or if you muſt have new, 
Feign Things coherent, that may. look like true : 

Tf you would draw * Achilles in 1 i 

Then draw Achilles, as Achilles was 
Impatient, fierce, inexorable, proud, Ws OF 
His Sword: his Law, his own right Hand his God. 
Medes muſt be furious, 24 mh rave. : . 
Crafty Trion a deſi re: 5 
7 a wandring Cow, no. fad 
And poor Oreſtes melanchaly Mad. 
But if yo you'll leave thoſe Parka where molt have gone, 
And dare to make a Perſen of your own, 
Take care you ſtill the fame Pxgportions Ariks, 
Let all the Parts agree, be-ahke. 

Unuſual Subjects, Sir, tis hard, to, kit, _ 
It asks no common Pains, ner common Wit; 
Rather on Subjects known your Mind employ, 
And take, from Homer, ſome old Tales of Trey, 
And bring thoſe. uſual Things again in view, | 
Than venture on a Subject wholly new. 


Yet you may make theſe. cammon 8 Tour own. 


Unleſs you treat of e too fully known ;- 


y_ 
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<how-the fame Humours, and that uſual Srare, 
Or Word for Word too faithfully tranflate; 
Or elſe your Pattern ſo confindly-chuſe, Wo 
That you are ſtilf condemii d to follow cloſe, 5 
Or break all decent Meaſures to be looſe. | 
Firſt, ſtrain no higher than your Voice will hold, 
Begin, my mighty Muſe, and boldly dire, 
rl fag great Priam's Fate, and noble Hur. 
What did he worth a Gape ſo large produce? 
The Trav'lling Moumtain yields a filly Mouſe. 
Much better Homer, who doth all Things well, 
Muſe, tell the Man, for you can ſurely tell, 
Who, Troy once fall n, to many Countries went, 
And ffrictly viem d the Men, and Government. 
As one that knows the Laws of Writing right, 
He makes Lyjght follow Smoak, not Smoak the Light; 
For ſtreight, how fierce CHarybdis rolls along 
How Srylla roars thro" all his wondrous Song! 
Nor doth he, that he might ſeem deeply read, 
Begin, the fam'd Return of Diomed, oy © 
From Meleager's Death; nor dives as far, : 
As Leda's Eggs, Se a <4 5 f | {1% 4 
For the beginning of the Nojan War: 
He always haſtens on to the Events, 
And till the middle of the Tale preſents, 
As twere the firft ; then draws the Reader on, 7 
Till the whole Story is exactiy known, e 
And what he cam t improve he lets alone. 
And joins Lies and Truth, that ev ry Part agrees, 
And ſeems no Fiction, but a real Piece. 


a 


* th. ah y FA hs. py —_—_— 
* * * * * T * 1 


* Scriptor Cyclieus 5s not, #5 wſwally thought, Scrip- 
tor Circumforaneus, but the ſame with what the Geeks 
called Kizrin@, of whom ſee Langbain is his Notes on 
Longinus. | 

; P 2 But, 
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But, Sir, obſerve : (Shame waits on the ages * 

This I, and all, as well as I, expect, 
If you wou'd have a judging Audience ſtay, 
Be pleas d, and clap, and fit out all the Phy : 
Obſerve what Humour in each Age appears, 5 
Then draw your fit, and lively, Characters, 

And ſuit their changing Minds, and changing Years. : 
A Boy that juſt ſpeaks plain, and goes alone, 125 
Loves childiſh Play mates, he is angry ſoon, 
And pleas'd as ſoon; and both for nothing ſtill, 
Changing his Humour, various is his Wil! 
A Youth juſt looſen d from his Tutor's Care, | 
Leaves off his Books, and follows Hounds and Hare; 3 
The Horſe is his Delight, or Cards and Dice, 
Rough to Reproof, and eaſie bent to Vice: 
Inconſtant, eager, haughty, fierce and proud ;. $ 


A very ſlow Provider for his Good, 

And prodigal of his Coin, and of his Blood. 

The full grown Man doth aim at diff rent Ends, 

He betters his Eſtate, and gets him Friends; 

e courts gay Honour, and he fears to do 
What he muſt alter on a ſecond View : - 

An Old Man's Character is hit with Eaſe, 

For he is Pettiſh, and. all one Diſeaſe: 

Still covetous, and ſtill he. gripes for more, 

And yet he fears to uſe his preſent Store: 

Slow, long in Hope, ſtill eager to live on, 

And fond of no Man's Judgment but his own: 

On Youths gay Frolicks peeviſhly ſevere, 

And oh ! when he was young, what Times they were! | 

The Flow of Life brings in a wealthy Store, ; 
The Ess draws back, what-&er was brought before, c 

And leaves a barren Sand, and naked Sure. or 

And therefore when you repreſent a Tonth, 

Leſt you draw Lines, or fit a Man of Growth; 


— 


Obſerve 
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Obſerve the juſt decvrnur of the St: 


And ſhow thoſ*Hioours ſtill that 7 the 16e. 


For otherwiſe twvill em as fond and wild, 
As tis to clap a Beard upon 2 Child. | 
Whate er a oy can comprehend, is ſhown 
Upon the open St 2 or told alone 
Things only zoH, theo of the fame 
Do raiſe our Paſfions leſs than what we ſee:. 
For the Spectaror takes in ev'ry Part, 
The Eyes the faithfull ft Servant to the n 
Vet do not ev'ry Part too freely ſhew, 
Some bear the telling, better than the view: 
Things wild or crnel do diſpleaſe the Eyes, 
And 75 when only 200d, the fame furpriſe; 
Andes muſt not draw her murd ring Knife, 
And on the Stage attempt her Childr en's Life: 
Nor Progne fly transform'd into a FOWw˖.I“, 
Nor Hecaba, turn d Bitch, begin to how! : 
Nor Cadmus there his fnaky Folds advance: 
I hate ſuch wild improbable Romance. 


The Play that you deſign ſhou d often pleaſe, 
Muſt ave Fe . and neither more nor leſas 


No God appear to mend an ill-wrought Scene, 
Unleſs ſome weighty Carfe ſhall force him in: 
To crowd the Stage, is odious and abſurd, | 
Let no forth Actor firive to ſpeak a word. 
The Chorus mult ſupply an Actor's place, 


And take his Part, 'this gives a nat ral Grace- 


Leſt any thing between the Aas ſhou'd ſeem. 
Not fitly ſuited to the common Theme: 


Let him commend the Good, and Friends, and Eaſe, 


Praiſe wholſome Juftice, and love open Peace: 


Tame Paſſion, all Mens Thoughts to Virtue win, 


And cheriſh thoſe that are afraid to Sin: 
Bxtenuate Faults, and pray to mighty God, 


That Fate wou'd rai Ku the Poor, and Pant the Proud. 


P. z 
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. Pipe of old was not as large as nawr, — 
gather d all the Breath a Man cou d blow: . | 
K $ \ Hollow.” ſmall, and fil'd with feeble Wind., 
It cheer'd the Audience, with the Chorus join d; 
Not made of Braſs; nor like the Trumpet loud, 
With pleaſarg Airs it fill'd the little Crowd: | 
For then this new Delight was known to few, 
And you cou'd number thoſe that came to view. 
No wanton Luxury did taint the Stage, 
But that was mean, and madeſt as the 
But when ftrange Nations felt our Can ring FEY 
When Rome enlarg d the bounds of her Command, 
When ſtatelier Walls ſhe did begin to raiſe, _ 
And Mirth, and Wine, and Sport imploy'd our Days, e 
The modiſh Luxury ſpread o'er the Plays: | 
For what cou'd pleaſe ſo mix d, ill 1 a Crowd, =: 


Where Cittand Clown were mix d, the Learn'dandRude,> 
As ſenſeleſs as the Ox with which he ploughd? | - 
Hence did our Muſick, and our Songs increaſe, 
Our Dance was artful, noble was our Dreſs: 
Our Harps improv'd, and lofty Eloquence 

In high ſtrong Lines convey'd unuſual Senſe: 

And pithy Sentences ſhoxt Truth fore-ſhow'd,. 

As clear and uſeſul as the Delphian God. 5 

The Men that firſt dic ſtrive in Tragedies. 

When a mean Goat vvas, all the Conqu ror's Prize; 
Brought Satyrs naked in, or looſely dreſt. 
And though ſtill grave, vou d venture at a ſeſt. 

This was the Bait to bribe the Cromd to ſtay, 

When Drunk and Wanton, and ſit out the Play. 

Yet Saryrs ſhou d obſerve this decent Rule, 

And ſo turn ſerious things to Ridicule; - _ 
As not to bring a God, or Here, down. Þ- 
Or make a Perſas gracd with Robe and Crown. 1 
Talk common Talk; and ſink into a Clown: 
Or while he doth affect a lofty height, 

Fly up in bombaſt, and ſoar out of light, 
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For Tragedy too high to ſtoop to N. 
(As Matrons dancing at a ſolemn Feaſt, 
Keep decent Steps) ſtill different will appear, 
From wanton Satyrs, modeſtly ſevere; Of 
Yet. bitrer Words, and domineering Phraſe, 
Is not the thing that I in Satyrs : 
Not wou'd I have the Difference drawn too far,. 
And free the Satyrs from the Tragicks Cue; | 
They muſt not make all Perſons talk alike, - 
The City Valle, and the Country Dit; 
The Chambermaid grown impudently bold, 
When ſhe has bob'd the Leacher of his Gold: 
The downright Farmer, and the dowdy Sot, 
Or elle the brisk Companion o'er his Pot. 
Ill take a Common Thean,. and yet excel, 
Tho' any Man may hope to write as well; 
Yet let him try, and he fall wel ts rain, 3 
Idle his Labour, fruitleſs. pro TY, Cee 
Sg great the. force of 4s and lte! ſeems, | on | 
So much we may improve the Common Terme 
Be ſure you never make a Satyr ſport, 
And talk, and dance, and jeſt, as bred at Court; 
But let him ſpeak, as if in Woods he e 
And lately taken from his Mother Oak: 
| Yet never make kim wantonly —_ EE 
Nor let him ſlily drop one bawdy Word: 
For all our Nobles hate ſuch Gaby Wit, 
They ſcorn to bear ſuch Words, the choice 15 eit 
Of /ortiſh Tradeſmen, and the fooliſh Citr. PO 
A Foot, one long, one ſhort, Iambius nam d; 
of which thoſe Meaſures, , thoſe ſo juſtly fam d, 
EE rimeter Jambick Lines, are. fram d; 
hen juſt fix Feet, and When thro! all the Song.” 
The ſelf- ſame Meaſure's kept, one ſhart, one long: 
This Foot to make the Cadence more ſevere, . - . 
And with a touch Alute the Ear, ö | 
Rade 


34 ART ef POETRY. 


Receding ſomewhat from her natur 

The graver Spondy kindly did admit. 

Yet fo as to forbid it to be put, 

Or in the fourth, or in UW 

Yet this is ſeldom ſeen in the Sublime, 

High Accizes? Verſe, or Emius noble Rhime :- 

And yet in this ſome ſhow their warit . Skill, 

And make their Verſes ſcandalouſly Ill: | 
And while their ſounding Rhimes tranſpreſs this aue. 
The wretched Ars hift; and thought a Fool. 

It is not ev'fy Judge knows what's amiſs, 
Rome's too indulgent to her Sons in this 
What then? Shall I be looſe? Neglect my Rules, 

In hopes to find my Judges ſenſeleſt Fools? 7 
To beg an Aims which they ehe to grant, | 

Shall I ſubmit to voluntary Want? 1 
Or rather think, that All my y Faults wAll thy,” | 3 


And ſafe within mine own Perfection ye, 

Nor need that Pardon which they can deny? 

- make the beſt on't, I avoid the Shame, 
m not diſcover'd, yet deſerve no Fame. 

Tam o'er the Grecks by Day, digeſt at Nigh 
For thoſe are Standards, and juſt Rules of Wir. 

"Tis true, as I have heard, the former times 7 
Clapt Plautus wanton and uneven Rhimes; : 
With too much Patience both,” (to fa no more 
Aud call it Folly) thoſe our Farhers bore. © 
Some think this harſh, but tis apptov'd by you, 

Learn'd Sir, and I am ſure the Cinſtre's true, 
If you and I know what is juſt and fit. 
Abe skilld in Cadence, and ddtis gu right, 
Between a bawdy Clench a, oe, 175 yp 

Theſpis, the u that did ſu | 
With Tragedy, ne er trod a ilk Sn 
But in a Waggon drove his Plays From oe 

And ſhow'd mean antick Tricks to a" tle Rout; 4 
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His Songs uneven, rude in ev'ry Part, 
His Actors ſmutted, and the Stage a Cart. 
Next AÆſchilus did greater Art 


expreſs, _ _ 7 
He built a Stage, and taught them how Eis ty 


In decent Motions he his Parts conveyd. 
And made them look as great, as thoſe they play'd... 
Next theſe, Old Corpedy did pleaſe the Age. | 
But ſoon their Liberty was turn'd to Rage; 
Such Rage, as Ciuil Pow'r was forc'd to tame, 
And by good Laws.ſecure Men's injur'd Fame. 


Thus was the Chors loſt, their railing Muſe $34 


Grew ſilent, when forbidden to abuſe. , - - 
| Our Latin Poets, eager after Praiſe, 

Have boldly ventur d, and deſery'd the — o 1057 
They. left thoſe Paths, where all the Greeks have gone;. 
And dar d to ſhow ſome Actions of their own: 

And wou'd our Poets be inur d to pain, | 
And what they. once have form'd, file o'er again; 
Let it lie by them, and reviſe with Care, 
Our Rome would; be as fam d, for Wit as Rar. 


Sirs, damn thoſe Rhimes that haſty Minds do give; 


Eer Time and Care have form'd them fit to lies a 
Let many a Day, and many a Blot confine, | | 
And many a Nail be par'd o'er ev'ry. Line. 

Becauſe Democritus once fondly taught, 
(Who ever heard he had. 9 — Thought?) 
That naked. Nature, with. a frantick Start, 
Wou'd Rhime more luckily than feeble Art; 
And did allow. none leaye to taſte a drop 
Of Helicon, unleſs a crazy Fop: | — 
The foppiſi Humour now o'er moſt ln 
And few will ſhave their Beards, or pare their Naik; 
They -ſhun Converſe, and fly to Solitude, -- | 
Seem .frantick. Sots, and are deſign dly rude 
For if they go but naſty, i ee 
The 3 of a creep i Ry. 


* 
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Streight Poers too, they muſt be thought by all; 

Oh Blockhead I that purge at Spring and Fall! 

For elſe perhaps I had been fam'd for Rhimes, - 

And been the greateſt Port of the Times: 

But I had rather keep that Senſe I have, 

Than to be t a Poet, Rhime and Rave: | 
Tl play the uſeleſs and unfit $ 


To cut my ſelf III ſharpen others Wit, 
 Unwriting I will teach them how to write; | 
What gives them Matter, what exalts their * 
And wh are Ornaments, and what are Faults. 

Of Writing well theſe are che chiefrſt Springs, 
To know the Nature, and the Uſe of things 
Right judging: Morals will the Subject ſhow, 

Aud when the 'Subje&'s found} Words freely flow: 
He that can tell what Care our injur d Fame, 

And what our Mothers, wht our Sers cim; 
With what degrees of Zeal we ſhou'd defend, 

Our Country, Fiebers, Byothers; ora Hun-; 

What ſuits'z Seraieor's; what a Ruge Care, 

Whar Solin?s, wiiat's Leaders in che War: 
Secure of Honour he may belly write, - 
For he is ſure to drawy the Imegr right. 

"Tis my Advice, ler ev'ry Painter phce 

The Life before him that wil hit the Face: 

80 let a Writer-look Oer Mien, to ſee 

What various Thoughts de varieus Kinds agrees 
And thence: the different Ba: derive,” | 

And make the fit Expreffrens em to live: 

A Play exattly drawn, tho often rough, 
Without the Breſs of h to ſet it off, 

| Takes People more, and mere Delight affords, 
Than noiſy Trifles, and meer Words. 

The Muſes loud the Meets, and bleſt with Senſe, | 
Ar nrnns wad ee hes 
In. thoſe they did Heroick*Fancits raiſe, | 
Fur they were covetous yo * but Praiſe; 


Add ſeven, what. 


ART uf PORTRY. * 


But as for us, our Ramm Youths: are bred 
To Trades, to ciſt. Accaunt, to M and Read: 


Hold up thy Head; take five from forty one 
And what remains Raf thirty ſix: well dope. 


Come hither, (hid. (fuppole de Ant Sen) 4 


Ah thou muſt be a Man of an Eftate! ＋ 
And when, this Care for Gain, all Thoyghtscourouk | 
When this baſe Ruſt hach cruſted cer their Souls; | 


Ne'er think that ſuch; will reach a noble Height: 


Theſe Clogs muſt check, theſe Weights — 


Poets wou d. profit,” or: delight. alone, 
Or join both Pr, and Delight in one: iN ; 
Let all Naas N hid plainly don; a 
That docil Minds may rehend them ſoon, 
And faithful Memories with,caſe; 
a as well as pleaſe; 
For when. we fill the narrow Mind too full, 
It runs again out of the O er- churgid Soul. 

Beſure what erer pleaſant Tales you tell, 
Be ſo like Truth, that they may ſerve as well: 
And do not Lamias eating Children frign, 
Then ſhow them whole, and male them live agen: 
Our grave Men ſcorn the looſe and meer. joooles F 
Our Lauth deſpiſe the ſtiff and | 
But he's the Man, he, with 
That takes them ane 
That in one Line ructs at ic 
That Book will e be ſet to ale, 
See diſtant Countries, ſpread. the Author's Name, 
And fend him down a Theam to future Fame. 


Yet there are Faults, L | | 


And I'll forgive, Il not be too. ſevere. 
An Areiſt always cant 8 his: Harp, 
But when he ſtrikes a Nat, n 

The greateſt Archers ſometimes miſs the Whites: 


If aum raus Grates ſhine in what he writes, 


* 


ir chen? je forty eight: = | 


* 
. — — — 
CuO, —_ - 
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Tl not condemn tho? ſome few Faults : 

Which common Frailty leaves, or want of Care: 

—_ But if tho' warn'd he ſtill repeats the fame, 

=" Who can endute, and who forbear to blame? 

| Juſt as that Fidley muſt be'call'd a'Sot, 

That always errs upon the ſelf· fame Note: 

So he that makes > Babk:*on: copithts Fit; 

As Cheritus, the greateſt Dunce that erer wrote, © 

In hom if er E ſee-two Lines of Wit, - 667 Oats 

| I ſmile, and wonder at the lucky Hit; 15 

| But fret to find the mighty Homer dream, ke 
Forget himſelf a-while, and loſe his Them 5 
Yet if the Work be long, Sleep ay ſurpri Re 
And a ſhort Nod creep Oer the weck Ey. 

= Poems like Pictures, ſome then near Delight, 

: At Diſtance ſome; ſome ask the deareſt Light; 

3 And ſome the Shade: ſome Pictures DBA Wd ewe; 

= - And ſome when old: ſome bear a cranſient VI 

4 Some bid the Men of Skill ſeverely pry, 1 

Some pleaſe but once, ſome always LG . kye. ag ; 

But you, dear Sir, tho you your bel are wile, 5 


* Tbo' by your Father's Care, and kind Advice, 

* Secure from Faults, yet pray believe me this: wh 
1 In other things à Mean may be N n 
1 Not Be may ſtill bee good: 99 SOM] 

4 


=, As learn'd gel, 
Tet he may be in v 
Zut now the Laws 
1 A middle State, and Mean in Poetry. 
Por as at Treats, or as at noble Feaſts, 
. Bad Perfumes, and bad Songs außer the oute, 
3 Becauſe the Feaſt did not depend on theſe j 
| $0 Poetry, a thing deſign mortars 


f God and Man r | 


1.1 


com. * 
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Compos d for meer Delight, muſt needs be ſtill © an 
Or very good, or ſcandalouſly ill. * 
He that's unskilful will not toſs a Ball, | 
Nor run, nor wreſtle, for he fears the Fall; 
He juſtiy fears to meet deſerv d Diſꝑrace, : | 
And that the Ring will hiſs the baffled Als: N |: 
But ev'ry one can Rhime, he's fit xor that; 4 
Why not? I'm ſure he hath a- good Eftate, . _ | | 
| And that may give bim juſt Fretence to write, | | 4 
It makes a Poet, as it dubs a Knight. | 
But you, Sir; know your ſelf, will wiſely chuſe, -. - 7 
And ſtill conſult the Genius of your Muſe; 5 | 
And yet-whene'er-you write, let ev'ry Line E 9 
Paſs thro' your Father's, Mecca's' Ears, or mine: | 18 
Keep it Jong by you, and improve it ſtill, | | 
For then you may eortect hate er you will: _ 4 
But nought can be recalłd vhen once tis gone, 5 1 
It grows the Pablick's, tis no more your nm. ar 
Fame KGys, inſpired Orpheus firſt began | 
To ſing God's Laws, and make em known to Man; I 
Their Fierceneſs ſoften'd, ſhow'd them wholeſome Fe * . 
And frighted all from lawleſs Luft and Blood; | * 
And therefore Fame hath told, his charming Lute 
Could tame a Lion, atid correct a Brute. 
Amphion too (as Story goes) cou'd call 
Obedient Stones to make the Theban Wall; 
He led them as he pleas d, the Rocks 120. , 
And danc'd in order to the Tunes he play'd: 
"Twas then the Work of Verſe to make Men wis 
To lead to Virtue, and to fright from Vice: - 
To make the'Savage, pious, kind and juſt; 
To curb wild Rage; and bind unlawful Laſt; | i 


To build Societies, and Force confine, - 

This was the noble, this the firſt Deſign: : 
This was their Aim, for this they tun d their Lute, 
Aud hence the Poets got their firſt Repute. 


* Neat 


* 
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Next Homer Auch eus Kd beldly Ward AF. 
To whet brave Minds, and lead the Stout to War: 
In Verſe their Oracles the Gods did give, .., ' - » 
| In Verſe we were inſtructed how to live: 
1 Verſe recommends us to the Ears of Kings, | 
3B And eaſeth Minds when, clog'd with ſerious — | 
$S And therefore, Sir, Ver(e,maay deſerye, FOUr, c. 
Which Gods inſpire, and, Kings delight to hear. I. 
| | Now ſome diſpute to Which the greateſt Fart 
{ A Poem owes, to. Nature, or to Art 
| But faith, to ſpeak my Thoughts, 1 8 Know 
What Wirleſs Art, or Artleſs, Mit can . ver 5: 
Each by it {elf is vain, I'm ſure; but joi 
Their force is ſtrong, each proyes the — 5 Friend, 
The Man that is reſoly'd the Prize to gain, 
= Doth often run, and take. a world. of pain: ous 
7 Bear Heat and Cold, his growing Strength improve, 
1 Nor taſte the Joys of Wine, ,Nqr\Sweets| of. 1017008 Mt > 
| The good Migſician that is fam d for Song. 
Hach con d his Tune, and fear d his Mather long: : 
But among Poets tis enough to ſa r, 1 
8 Faith I can write an admirable Play, A 75 
5 Pex take the hindmoſt, I aun foremoſt Hill, 
hk Aud tho' tis great, conceal his want of Skill. 
1 | As Tradeſmen call in Folks to buy. their Ware, 
; Good Pennyworths,. the beſt in all the Fair; 
So wealthy Poets, when they read their Plays, 
Get Flatterers in, for they are paid for Praiſe; 
-B And faith a Man that has a goed Eſtate, 9 1 1 
Ikhlat can oblige a Friend, and nobly Treat, 
Be Surety for the Poor, his Cauſe. defend. 
Shall never know a Hatrerer from a Friend: 
E have been, or promis d to be kind 
„ To any one, while Joy perverts his Mind, 
tf Ask not his Judgment, for he'll ſtreight conſent, 
1 And * is ans. tis . n 7 bo | 


— 
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Oh Lord! tis more thin Mon, ti all Divine 1-1 © 
As Hired Mourners at the Grave will-bowl;” 
Much more than thoſe that grit ve witii all their Soc. 
Thus Friends appear leſo mov d than 9 0 be 
And Flacterems out- do, and ſhow: their — + 
Kings (thus ſays Story) thut of old N qui 
To raiſe a Fu rite to 4 Beſom Friend. 
Did ply lim hard with Wine, unmaok d 15 wits; 
And aw him Naked and with alb his Faults} vcr ( 
So when you write, take hee wyhat Friend” you have, * 
And fear the Smiles of atiefigning Knave 
Let good Quintilias all your Lines reviſe, 
And he will freely ſay, Mend: this aid — 
Sir, I have een tryd, and 1 075 
I'm ſure I can't do better, tion an: Of 237 3 
Then blot out ey'r ry Word; or-try.chice n db $6” (IBF: ? 
And file theſ@.ill-rarn'd&-Vedes/ oct and vert 
But if you ſeem it Love with your own Thought, 
More eager to defend, than mend burt Fault;! * 
He ſays no more, but lets the Tereom 0 
And Rival-free admire his lovely own. 5 
An honeſt Judge will blame — 5a . 
And tell you, yu muſt make the Cloudy Sbine; 
Show you what Words are: harſh, blot out S 
And cut the uſeleſs Painting off 1 205 1 
Look thro? your Faults: with: anvimpartial Eye, | 40 TC 
And tell. you what you muſt correct, n a 
Critique indeed, nor ſay; | ſonll I diſpienſe 
My honeſt Friend for ſuch ſmall Toys — P, 
Theſe Toys will-orice-to: ſerious Auſchefs fall: - 1 
When he is lauglt at, when he's: Jeaod! byull . 07 ali t 
For more than Mad or Port, Men hate the Dull 
And ſwifthy fly the ſenſeleſs Rhiming Fo-Ft 
And fear to touch him; Men of Senſt retitm + 
The Boys abuſe, * only Fools admire : ; 


— 


N 19 


Sup- 


For tis no greater Cruelty. to Kill 
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2 fird with his Pretich Flame, 
Nob hl ina 2 Fe and tare Herd, . Yeslh 
And calls for Pity to the: — th 
Ae tan eines I" | 


And not one. lend. an hand to help him out: D 


But yet if any ſhould; what; was't Deſign, 

Or elſe merr Chance, pray Sir, der bre him TY 

Ii tell my Reaſons, and in ſtort relate-— £61 bi 

A paor Sicilian Poet c wretched Fate: 7 oy ar 
Empedocles muſt needs be. thought: 2 God, 

And therefore · in a melancholly Mood, 903 o 55 
Leap'd into Ætnas Flames: — ve e 
The Privilege to hang, e ee W Toe F 


Than tis to-{ave a Man, 
Nor was it Chauce the 


his Will: - IJ 4 od '$h 
f Fool e | 


” Nor the ſtrange Efforts of a fraxy Head: "IL . 1. 1 10 


For draw him out, reſtore his Lite dein. . 
He would not be content to be a Man, | 
He would be eager to de thought: Divine, 


| And lay bare in e . d Sheds 


Now tis not known' for what or Cris, i: 
Theſs brainleſs Fellows are condemn d to Rhime; ai 
Whether they piſs d upon their Fathrer' s Ov n. 


Or robb'd a Shrine; tis certain chat they rare: yep 
And like wild Bears ben den ett their Pen. 


Aud can get looſe, worry all ſorts of Men: 
Their killing Rhymes they barb rouy obtrude,. © 


And make all fly, the Learn'd, as well as Rude: 
But then to thoſe; they ſeize, they Nill.rehearle,. tl 421 
And murder the poor 


Wretches with their Verſe; - 
They Rhime and Kill, a curſed mudering * 


Ale Leecher fucking f fil, al full of Blood. 


